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the Thin Norida Vanitie for 


loose powder- nothing like 


Wroucut as artistically as the setting for a 
precious jewel . . . thin as the daintiest watch 
... and guardian of your beauty with its exclu- 
sive loose powder features. Cannot spill—easy 
to refill. You'll treasure this lovely, useful, new 
Norida Vanitie for your favorite loose powder. 

Ask, your dealer to show you the 
New Thin Norida Vanities 


Exquisite Neside Price $1 to $3.00—Single and Double. 

rouges, powders —everything to Gold and Silver, hii tin lined 

to your loveliness. NEW YORK PARIS filed with Norida Fleur W ild- 
—At all Toilet Goods Counters flower) Poudre and Rouge. 
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HAT DuTY of a mother is more 
\\ important than the duty of 

telling her daughter the facts 
about feminine hygiene? Yet how 
many mothers there are who fail in 
this duty! Some stand by and let the 
gulf of years widen between them— 
constantly “‘putting it off.’’ Others 
doubt the accuracy of their own 
knowledge—and with good reason, 
for the ideas of even five years ago are 
decidedly obsolete today. 


Result: the daughter, upon marriage, 
embarks upon a new life trusting that 
new-found friends and associates will 
enlighten her concerning these in- 
timate matters. And what a tragedy 
it can be, if their information is 
wrong or incomplete! 


Learn the truth as your 

physician knows it 
What are the dangers that make this 
subject of feminine hygiene so impor- 
tant? Ask your physician. He has the 
truth ever before him. His experience 
is replete with examples pr gsi 
harm caused by the use of certain 
germicidal preparations—deadly poi- 
sons such as bichloride of mercury, 
carbolic acid or their compounds sold 
under various trade names. 


Every mother should keep these prod- 
ucts clearly in mind, with the word 
““warning’’ associated with each and 
every one. For these skull-and-cross- 
bone germicides are indeed dangerous, 
when employed for feminine hygiene 


In bottles: y 


{ our d 
Must fore sh 


conceming feminine hygiene. 


purposes. In many cases their con- 
tinued use leads to a deadening of the 
highly sensitive membranes and ul- 
timately to the formation of areas of 
sCar-tissue. 


Then besides the fearful effects of 
these compounds when so used, there 
is the continual threat of accidental 

isoning. Think what it means to 
as these deadly preparations into 
the home—among the family—per- 
haps into the hands of an innocent 
child! 


Zonite banishes the risks 
that women run 


Only a few years ago women had no 
choice but to run the terrible risks of 
poisonous antiseptics or go without 
germicidal protection. This dilemma 
no longer exists. In Zonite science has 
provided a powerful germicide that is 
absolutely non-caustic and non-poi- 
sonous. Through this remarkable 
product women now possess a new 
standard of hygiene—a degree of pro- 
tection made possible only by a safe 
antiseptic. 


30c, 60c, $1 


aughter get 


Zonite is actually far more powerful 
than any dilution of carbolic acid 
that can be used on the body. But 
what a difference in safety! Carbolic 
acid is so caustic that its continued : 
use produces an irreparable scarring 
of the tissues. Zonite, on the con- 
trary, is as harmless to human beings 
as it is fatal to germs. 


Every mother and daughter 
should read this booklet 


More information—vital information 
—concerning Zonite and the practice 
of feminine hygiene is given in the 
booklet, ““‘The Newer Knowledge of 
Feminine Hygiene.’’ This booklet 
has been prepared especially for wo- 
men because of an urgent demand for 
more light on this much beclouded 
subject. In its pages the truth as de- 
clared by ond science is made 
available to all. 


Mothers find the booklet a simple 
solution to the problem of advising 
their daughters. Because its informa- 
tion is trustworthy and authoritative, 
it may, after reading, be passed to 
others without hesitancy. Send for a 
copy now. It is free. Simply check the 
coupon below where it mentions ‘The 
Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hy- 
giene.’’ Zonite Products Corporation, 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPORATION 

250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or book- 

lets checked below. | 
{ The Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene | 
(CD) Use of Antiseptics in the Home 


(Please print name) S4 


Chey... 
In Canada: 165 Dufferin Street, Toronto) 
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Stories from Life 


WILLIAM C. LENGEL 
Editor 


The Best True-Life Serials 


You, My Beloved . . .. . 12 
The Perfect Love Story—By G. Sheila Donisthorpe 


Rebel Romance 


The Man Who Fled From Love . 20 
Are Movie Idols Woman-Proof? 


Countess, Howdy! . 26 
The Three Must-Get-Theirs Crash a Chateas 
Thrill Girl . . . . 32 


Bob Carr’s Story of Young Pee Seekers 


Why Can’t I Stay Married? . . . 48 
The True-Life Story of Olga Evans 


The Funniest Thing I Ever Saw . 10 
By Irvin S. Cobb 

Last Year’s Flapper’s Little Sister . 18 
By Honoré Willsie Morrow (As Told to May Cerf ) 

Should Wives Have Men Friends? 24 
By Charles G. Norris (As Told to Dorothy Holm) 


The Best True-Life Features 


Unforbidden Fruit . 42 
Revelations of Girls’ College Life—By W. 


Concluding the Love Adventures of a Spanish Senorita . . GO 


The Best True-Life Stories 


The Right to Love. . 50 
Must a Girl Stifle the Call of Her ‘Heart? 


Love At First Bite . . . . . 56 
Howard’s Own Problem Story 

Greater Love Hath No Woman. 64 
The Family Doctor Reveals a Woman’s Sacrifice 


My Haunted Honeymoon . . . 66 
Was His Bride Innocent—or Guilty? 


Ten Commandments of Beauty . 30 
By George White 


A Romance of the Sea. . 41 
0. O. Melntyre’s Best True Story This Month 
Are We Becoming Social Hoodlums? 54 

By T. Howard Kelly 


AND, JOHN HELD’s OWN PAGE, page 9; SOME LOOKS AT GOOD- 
LOOKING GIRLS, pages 37-40; MY ROSE BRIDE, a poem 4y Mary Carolyn Davies, 
page 68; AND ALONG CAME—A MAN! /y Henry Fournier, page 69; FUN FROM 
THE FILMS, pages 70-72; THIS FUNNY WORLD, by Aleck Smart, page 74; OTHER 
PEOPLE'S TROUBLES, 4y Martha Madison, page 76; CONTEST WINNERS, page 6 
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SALES 
DIRECTOR 


HIS guaranteed, high-quality, All-Weather 

Raincoat, offers you a chance to make from 
$60 to $100 a week quickly and easily! In spare time or full 
time! It offers you an opportunity to be your own boss—to 
own and control a business that makes you big money right 
from the start. 

The way this Coat sells is amazing. Everywhere my representatives are 
enjoying big profits. And no wonder! This All-Weather Coat selling at $3.98 is 
well-tailored of high quality rubberized fabric. In popular style and _ striking 
colors. Wind-proof, dust-proof, rain-proof. A serviceable, becoming coat, that 
you’d expect to sell for twice its price. This means that every man, woman and 
child in your locality is a red-hot prospect for you as the Comer representative. 


605 In 30 Days 


I never sell through stores. Only right on the spot. I relieve you of all de- 
through my Authorized Represen- tails. Do all the delivering and collecting. 
tatives. Thus there's no competi- Furthermore. I'll give you a raincoat abso- 
tion. No wonder big daily profits lutely free of charge for demonstrating. 
come so easy. If you'll accept my Show this coat to your friends, neighbors, 
offer you can start right in and and acquaintances and watch the orders roll 
make big money the very first day. You in! Everybody buys. Motorists, farmers, 
can do as well as A. M. Stone. He used housewives, office and factory workers, store 
to work for $100 a month. After taking keepers, etc. No wonder $60 to S10) a week 
hold of my proposition he made $605 in is easy. Get ir on this big-pay proposition 
30 days! Think of it—$150 a week aver- now. You risk nothing. Keep present job 
age! Then there’s Rob't Rizaldi. : and try in spare time. The big thing is to 
sends in 6, 8, 10 and 12 orders at a clip. M. L. get started. 
Tranthan makes as high as an _D. 
Fulks reports $17.70 in 1 day. rentiss, ty d N M y 
made as high as $945 in a month with this en o one 
very same proposition that’s now open to If you really want to make big money you 
you. It’s a shame to pass up big profits like must act quick. The season is in full swing 
this. Mail the coupon and get full partic- right at the peak. Orders are pouring in 
from every section of every state. Asa result, 
my Representatives are taking in profits 
No Ex erience Needed hand over fist. So don’t wait any longer 
p Remember—I supply everything you need 
so you can start right im making your %6 
You don’t need cash, training, or experience to $190 a week the very first weck. If this 
to make big money my way. I tell you where big money sounds good to you~ if you really 
to go, what to do and what to say in this want to get into the big-pay class—send for 
easy, pleasant work. There's no heavy sam- full particulars without a moment's delay 
ple case to lug around. You wear your There’s no cost or obligation. Simply send 
sample right on your back. All you do is name and address. I'll do the rest. Tear out 
take down the orders, and collect your profit and mail the coupon now. 


H. H. RAU, o52'%.. THE COMER MFG. CO., Dept. 0-628, Dayton, Ohio 


irector 


ulars at once. 


H. H. Rau, Sales Director, THE COMER MFG. CO., 
Dept. O-628, Dayton, Ohio. 

Please send full details of your special money-making proposition without cost or obliga- 
tion to me. Also tell me how I may obtain a Raincoat and your complete Selling Outfit 
absolutely FREE. 


Name.. 


Address 
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Can You Keep a Secret? 


| rad you just love to be inon things? Don’t you feel like strutting with importance when you 
know the real inside story of some exciting event? And isn’t it hard to keep things like that to 
yourself? After all, half the fun in knowing a secret is looking forward to the moment when you can 


tell it. We've known lots of nice, exciting things about July SMart Set for a long time 


looking articles by 


ALLY thought high school boys were silly and child- 

ish. She wanted to be seen with a real man who knew 
his way about. A man of the world who had traveled and 
seen things and could talk impressively. Well Sally met 
him—a real live gentleman even to the mustache! He 
smiled a half-bored, half-amused little smile! Adorable! 
And then—she actually had a date with him! Would you 
like to know what happened? Well, if you can keep a 
secret, Robert S. Carr will tell you about it in 


Sally Steps Out 


in July SMart Set 


RANTING that you can keep a secret—is it always 

a wise thing to do? Have you ever known anyone 
to guard a secret so closely that she involved herself and 
others in disaster? If not you will be amazed to see how 
four people—two sisters, the husband of one and the 
sweetheart of the other—were caught in a strange web of 
circumstance merely because each was trying to protect 
the other by guarding secret information not wisely but 
too well! You will discover the secret of these tangled 
lives when you read 


The Woman in the Case 


in July SMart Set 


F you knew that your wife, who was years younger 
than yourself, loved a maa her own age who publicly 
permitted himself to be branded as a thief to shield her 
and kept his real reason a secret would you let him take 
her from you? Would you be enough of an officer and a 
gentleman to acknowledge that such a man was a 
good soldier? If you have ever been persecuted for keep- 
ing a secret you will appreciate the story of the man who 
loved a woman enough to sacrifice everything he had for 


The Honor of Her Name 


in July SMart Set 


OES every man secretly believe that a woman is 
less womanly when she exchanges a cook-book 

for a typewriter? Is G. K. Chesterton, the famous 
philosopher, expressing the average masculine point 
of view when he says the wage-earning wife is 
wrecking the home? Or is Madame Elinor Glyn 
right in surmising that Mother Nature is keeping 
a secret from us? Knowing that the world’s quota 
of mothers is filled, at least temporarily, is Nature 
creating an intermediate sex—not entirely feminine 
yet not exactly masculine? 
coincide with that expressed in either of the forward- 


Madame Elinor Glyn and 
G. K. Chesterton? 


in July SMart Set 


just listen: 


Does your view-point 


O you ever say in speaking of some friend, ‘I wonder 

why henever married?’ Probably many people wonder 
the same thing about the man of means and social stand- 
ing who, in his late thirties, is still unmarried. Has your 
curiosity ever been satisfied? Has a jolly, good-looking 
bachelor ever told you why he failed to pop the question 
to some charming maiden? If not you've a new experi- 
ence coming to you when you read “If I Had Only 
Married at Twenty-Three’’ by 


Norman Davey 
in July SMart Set 


F you knew the real reason for the feud between your 
family and that of the man your daughter wanted to 
marry—if you distrusted him and feared for her happi- 
ness could you keep your feelings a secret believing that 
a man with such a heritage as he had would eventually 
show his true colors? Could you also keep secret the fact 
that you wanted her to marry some one else? If you have 
never played a game of watchful waiting you may learn 
the value of keeping secrets when you read the romantic 
and thrilling stury of why love barred the gate by 


Shirley Seifert 


in July SMart Set 


ULD you fall in love with a man’s photograph? 

And could you keep your identity a secret from the 
original of that photograph while you carried on a 
correspondence with him under another’s name? Then 
suppose he came to see you in France and discovered who 
you really were, could you still keep your love for him a 
secret? Many strange and beautiful stories have been 
told in the name of love—perhaps none more beautiful 
than this story of a little French girl and 


Her Yankee Prince 


in July SMart Set 


Perhaps the next best thing to being the first to tell a secret is being 
able to say, “Oh, I knew that!” Of course you knew it all the tme 
— it's no secret that the July issue will be on the newsstands June first 
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Are 


Do you pass unnoticed among your fellow human beings? 
through life like a man without a name? Discover your hidden PERSONALITY! 
your inner powers. Learn how to make the most of your potential character and your hitherto 


concealed abilities! 


gil How full of despair that short word is— 
and who is lost? Mr. Nobody, or Mr. Aver- 
age Man—or perhaps You! Do you ever wonder, 
when you are among other people, how little you 
count? No one cares about you; few know you 
even exist. Why? Because you are just like every- 
one else—one pea in a pod full of peasy all 
alike .... Average people are crowded around 
the BOTTOM of the ladder of success. Yet in 
themselves, inside of them 


50 BOOKS 


A Leather Cover 
ALL FOR of human thoughts, emotions, ambitions, and 


lost the CROWD? 


Why let yourself be lost, why go 
Find out 


IDDEN Personality is in everyone! All it 
needs is to be discovered and brought out. 
Training will do it. Modern psychology has 
worked wonders in revealing the inner mechanism 


ideals. These facts of psychology, and other help- 


ful information, are now made available in this 
e set of 50 Personality Builders—easily understand- 


able, so you too can benefit from them. Let 
these books tell you about 


somewhere, these people really 
possess the abilities and char- 
acteristics which may make 
them stand out from their fel- 
lows. The uncut diamond 
passes unnoticed, but when cut 
and polished it gleams with 
precious light and fire: but the 
diamond was there all the 
time! That force which makes 
one man remembered where 
another is forgotten per- 


sonality—it, too, can be un- FIRST PRINCIPLES 


covered, trained, po ] i s h e d : 1. The Puzzle of Personality—and 
° the Answer. 
brought to light and made to 2. How to Psycho-Analyze Yourself: 
shine A Contidential Analysis of Your Per- 
sonality 
3. Auto-Suggestion and How it 


Works. 


Secret of Making i. The Conquest of Feat 


5. How to Conquer 
6. How to Build Character 
Possible for Individuals to and 
JOU have dreams—every- Move the Masses 
8. Your Talent and How to Develop 
has built glorious It 
castles in the air. You dream 9. How Not to Be a Wallflower. 
of being “smart,” of having a MIND TRAINING 
re ality How to Think Logically. 
charming, winning personality 
in short, of being popular, of 
advancing yourself in your 
work, etc. This is only nat- 


Facts to Know About Will 


Behaviorism Psychology Applied 


ural. Everyone has such dreams. 
—probably you have realized Them ; E 
very few of your dreams. But awa 
now you can find the secret of 
making your dreams come “18. Popular Jokebook: Aids to Good 


Fellowship and Popularity. 


CULTURAL GROWTH 
19. The Secret of Self-Development 
Explained 


true! A great invention took 
but a spark—and you have 
the equipment for an attrac- 


tive personality, just as the 20. Workable Hints on Self-Im- 
inventor has the equipment to 11. Why you Need Art in Your 


make a steam engine or an 
electric light. Note this set 
of 50 Personality Builders— 

here you may find the spark to TALKING AND SPEAKING 
24. How to Talk and Debate in 
kindle your potential inner self Public. 

into a distinctive personality. 


The Secret of Being Well Read. 
3. How to Choose Books Wisely 
and Constructively. 


help you to realize your powers! || tha: ‘hidden 


NOTE These are original, copyright works, prepared especially tor this series, 
obtainable in no other form (except four 
These better personality Looks must not be ordered separately. not only to vourself but to 


character building, leadership, 
talent, sense of humor, con- 
quering fear, good and _ bad 


Let these 50 thinking, ete. 


Psychology —plus_ the com- 


PERSONALITY BUILDERS ments writers famous as 


students of human nature— 
will enable you to discover 
personality of 
yours. Do not let it stay con- 
reprints from the world’s literature). cealed any longer: you owe it 
your friends and the world, to 
make the most of it. 


How to Argue Logically. 

Hints on Public Speaking. 

- Toasts for All Occasions. 

28. Handbook of Useful and Lively 


000 Most Essential English Ask Yourself 
These Questions! 


30. Na re Jur stincts anc 

of Our Instinct and you imagine yourself 
31. The Riddle of Human Behavior. inferior to your friends 
32. Mental Differences Between Men 
and Women and the strangers you meet? 

whe Are you afraid to be the man 

or woman you earnestly wish 
to be? Do you yearn to es- 
cape being just “a man in the 


GOOD HEALTH 
Rules for Everyday 


Autosuggestion and Health. 


36. Cure of the Skin and Hair. | crowd”? Are you trying to 
and for Health Vitamins get out of a rut that is keep- 


* Food and Diet in Relation to ing you from. success? Do 

Life ane ealth . 

39. How to Fight Nervous Troubles. others, with no more ability 
10. Tooth and Mouth Hygiene. cee 
il. How to Get Most Benefit From than you POSSESS, Seem to get 

ahead while you lag behind? 
Do you sincerely feel that you 


Recreation. 
GOOD MANNERS 
have the power to forge ahead 


12. Hints on Etiquette 


The Pleasing Host and Charm- 
ing ‘Hostess How to Entertain Eco- Hh you can only discover how 
nomically and Delightfully to bring it out and make the 
INSPIRATION AND ENCOURAGE- most of it? Then this 50- 


volume PERSONALITY 
COURSE is just what you 
have been seeking! It will an- 
swer these questions for you— 
and its cost is so low that you 
will not feel that such a set 
as this could possibly be “ex- 
pensive”’—for $2.98 posi- 
tively the full price. Read 


44. Success Easier Than Failure. 

15. Optimism vs. Pessimism: Why 
Optimism Is ag More Reasonable Phil- 
osophy of 

Thoug on Life's Meaning. 

7 What It Means to Be Self 
Re ant (Emerson). 

Nature of Character and Man 

(Emerson) 

19. How to Be Happy. 

M0, Helpful Comments on Life and 
Character (Goethe). 


particulars below. 


Read them and see! 


Avoid BUNK! 


HARLATANS and quacks aor put out a great deal of bunk about 

personality. Beware of such f alse lures. Confine your re ading to 

sound psychology, facts of bh in nature—in short, to such books as 
these, which are published to eliminate bunk and present facts just as 
they are. Such writers as E. ‘ owe, “sage of Potato Hill”; James 
Oppenheim, N. Y. psycho-analyst; Dr. Fishbein of > American Medical 
Association; Wm. J. Fielding, authority on emotions; John Cowper Powys, 
lecturer; Leo Markun, popularizer of psychology; etc., have made these 
hooks authentic, up-to-date, dependable. To learn how useful and help- 
ful these 50 books are you must get them and examine them—the cost is 
so low that you cannot afford to be without them. Only $2.98 for 50 books 
and a leather cover! 


Astonishing Low Cost 


MAZING though it may seem, all 50 of these books and the real black 
levant leather slip cover (holding one book at a time, protecting it 
while in use, and may be changed in a few seconds), cost only $2.98, 

full and final payment. In usual library form this series would have to 
sell for $25 or $30; in the present useful and handy size the price is $2.98, 
which is positively all you pay. Either enclose remittance with the blank 
at the right (and save bother), or pay the postman when the set is de- 
livered—just as you like. 


HALDEMAN-JULIUS PUBLICATIONS 


Girard, Kansas 


Dept. P-5 


750,000 Helpful Words! 


ACH book in this series averages 64 pages or 15,000 words of text, 

making a grand total of some 700,000 words in all—every word help- 

full. every page likely to be of incalculable assistance in enabling 
vou to understand yourself and how to make the most of your opportuni- 
ties—most of them i len now within your own consciousness. These books 
are pocket-sized (3'2x5), and are printed in large clear type (larger than 
the average daily newspaper). They are substz er bound. With each 
set is included a genuine leather cover (see below). With these books 
you can improve spare minutes you have been wasting; take a handful 
with you wherever you go—they fit the pocket—or drop a few in your 
bag when traveling. The usefulness of this set is extraordinary. 


$2.98 IS ABSOLUTELY ALL YOU PAY 


| THIS BLANK OPENS DOOR TO SUCCESS 1 


B HALDEMAN-JULIUS PUBLICATIONS, Dept. P-5, Girard, Kansas. 

i Send me at once your 56-volume PERSONALITY COURSE and the genuine 
B black levant leather cover. If my remittance for $2.98 is not enclosed herewith, 
§ I promise to pay the postman $2.98 on delivery. It is understood that $2.98 is all 
i oI pay, and that I am under no further obligation whatever. 


g NOTE:—C. 0. D. orders’ cannot be sent to Canada or foreign oye ; these 
Must_remit_in advance by international postal money order or draft on any U. bank. 
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“Why “Don’t Gentlemen ‘Prefer (lodern Girls? 


“Prize Winning Letter “Writers 


ODERN girls don’t rate as marriage- 

able prospects. They are too artifi- 

cial. That, briefly sums up the 
opinions of the writers in SMart Set’s April 
Contest on “Why Don’t Gentlemen Preter 
You Modern Girls?” 

Of course the letters were not all on one 
side. Many of them said flatly, “Gentlemen 
do prefer modern girls.” “The modern girl 
is all right. She’s the finest product in the 
history of the race.’ Maybe those who made 
these statements are right. It’s certainly true 
that men are marrying “modern girls.” And 
the girls keep on being “modern” even after 
marriage and everything is jake. 


Bernice C. Bowne, San Francisco, Calif., 
won the first prize. Her letter is anti-modern 
girl and presumably Miss Bowne is in a posi- 
tion to know what she’s talking about. “Mod 
ern girls are too busy having a good time,” 
she writes, “to.be bothered with anything so 
prosaic as a home.” That sounds a bit strong. 
But anyway here's her letter and you 
can judge its content for yourself: 


his letter to show you exactly the what and 
why of his attitude: 


T IS not your figures, or your clothes, or 

your frankness, or your intelligence that 
we gentlemen don’t prefer. It's your self- 
sufficiency, your utter sang-froid, your very 
plain disregard for us “mere men.” 

You are so obviously complete in your- 
selves, so uninterested in our companionship 
except as boy friends on whom you can de- 
pend to have a good time gratis, that we are 
frightened at our seeming incompetence to 
add anything to your own supreme selves. 

We don’t expect you to coddle us and 
worship us, as Miss Loos says the Viennese 
does, and as, from my own experience, I say 
the Parisienne does. We like it, certainly, but 
we don't expect to be idolized in the European 
manner. 

But every gentleman is looking for a poten- 
tial Juliet. Whether his particular Juliet is 
plump or thin—and there is a choice—is a 


whom the third prize was awarded. Men, she 
thinks, are just as “style crazy” as women and 
when a man marries he isn’t going to pick a 
frump and “thus set himself up for ridicule.” 
But she adds that she thinks the boys are 
growing tired of girls as they are and dr 
looking for a woman “somewhere between 
a devil and a saint.” Her letter follows: 


. 

CAN hardly agree with Miss Loos when 

she says the men do not prefer the mod 
ern type of girl. 

This is the smart age: clothes are smart; 
talk is smart; business principles are smart 
and snappy, and likewise girls. 

Everyone knows the good, old-fashioned 
girl gets no place these days. Why, she is 
hardly desirable as a maid. Men don't sce 
her for dust and all because she is not the 
style and quickly referred to as a “dumb 
Dora.” Man is just as “style crazy” as a 
woman, and when he picks a companion he 
is not going to select some frump and thus 

set himself up for ridicule. 
However, I do think the modern 


N EN do not prefer modern girls | 

for the same reason that “gen- 
tlemen prefer blondes,” but marry 
brunettes. Too many artificial ones 
among them. Men at heart admire 
the feminine girl, with her soft curves 
and ruffles. 

A friend recently exploded, “What's 
the matter with all the girls? I hate 
their boyish bobs, their mannish 
dress, their free-and-easy ways! Why 
do they try to ape the mannerisms 
of the men? And they're so skinny, 
they're straight up and down like six 
o'clock! Their clothes are permeated 
with tobacco; their breaths, wine- 
laden. They're a jazz-mad, cigarette- 
smoking, gin-drinking lot, whose chief 
amusement is to keep males dangling 
to their abbreviated skirts until the 
money gives out! Then they look 
around for bigger bait. Marry them? 
Not me! Lord! What I wouldn't 
give to see some real “girly” girls 
again!” 

The home girls lament, 
must we do to be popular?” And 
their blasé sisters reply, “Pet.” But 
their reign is short; the worth while 
things of life are not for them; they 
are just good sports. Their butterfly 
charms soon fail to register on the 
awakening brain of the weary male, 


“What 


“Prize “Winners 


“Why * Don’t Gentlemen ‘Prefer 


You eModern Girls? 


Girst Prize, $15, Bernice Bowne, San 


Francisco, Calif. 


Second ‘Prize, $10, Dorman Gorte, 
New York 
@Ghird “Prize, $5, cAlmora Ge. Bursaw, 


Lansing, eich. 
Gen $1 “Prize Winners 
George Gf. eWeeter, Philadelphia, “Pa. 
Adele Levy, New Orleans, La. 
“Donald <P. Folt, “Dorchester, eWCass. 


eMiss Johnnie eAinnis, Shawnee, Okla. 


Leona Gaylor, Cuyohoga Galls, Ohio 
© iva A. ‘Roderic Berlin, ria 
Jenny eMarie eMattox, Elberton, Ga. 
‘Robert Shaw, Swissvale, “Pa. 


Alma Cornfoot, St. Ghomas, Ont. 


man is tiring of the modern maid and 
searching for a woman somewhere 
between a devil and a saint. He 
wants a girl who can be mother, wile, 
pal and sister at moment's notice to 
suit his whims and we all know it’ 
going to take training for that. 

I say both men and women are to 
blame for the present state of affairs 
The women have carried their free- 
dom too far and are all at sea. The 
men do not know what to expect or 
what is expected of them. Neither 
can go back to the good old days. 
It’s a different age and it calls for 
different people and ideas. The con- 
troversy will never end until the gen- 
eration left over from the last has 
passed on, and the up and coming 
can bring forth an entirely different 
standard. Then and only then, can 
gentlemen have the girls they prefer 


George F. Meeter, Philadelphia, Pa., 
a one dollar prize winner, thinks girls 
should be neither too thin nor too 
fat. He’s sure the men in this coun- 
try don’t like ’em when they run to 
avoirdupois. He writes in part: 


HEY say that woman is fash- 
ioned from man’s rib. Stop me 
if you’ve heard this too often. But 
it must be true, because she is com- 


and yearning for a home and fireside 

he starts searching around like a 
woman at a bargain counter, for a girl with 
home tendencies, who probably has been liv- 
ing next door all the time, waiting for him 
to recognize her. 

Funny he hadn't noticed that her eyes are 
larger, her hair has a prettier sheen, her voice 
is softly-modulated, her laugh a silvery lilt, 
restful and soothing to his frayed nerves. 
The good sports are forgotten. 

The modern girls are too busy having a 
good time to be bothered with anything so 
prosaic as a home, so the men turn to their 
more level-headed sisters, to “keep the home 
fires burning.” 


“It’s your plain disregard for us mere men 
that we gentlemen don’t prefer,” writes Nor- 
man Horte, Harmon-on-Hudson, N. Y., win- 
ner of the second prize. Being a man he 
cought to know whether or not men like girls 
as they are. He says they don't and here's 


matter of personal taste. What he wants is 
a girl whom he can love. And how can you 
expect a gentieman to consider loving a girl 
who is too self-interested for any such senti- 
mentality ? 

Whatever ideas you girls may have to the 
contrary, a gentleman is willing to sacrifice 
much for love. But he expects a similar gen- 
erosity in return. He does not want Platonic 
affection doled out to him from some preoc- 
cupied person, as though it were a charity to 
do so. That is an insult to his ego, and an 
injustice to his worth. 

If you want to please us, retain your nat- 
uralness, but cultivate a little generosity to- 
ward, and appreciation of your other, and no 
wise inferior, half. 


“I hardly agree with Anita Loos when she 
says men do not prefer the modern girls,” 
writes Almora H. Bursaw, Lansing, Mich., to 


ing back to it—the rib, I mean. She 

is one. Spare-ribs. Ever hear oi 
them? You don't eat them any more; you 
feel them every time you have your blue-eyed 
“T-have-It” thing on the dance floor. There 
they are, in their thin, silken sheaths, corset 
less. Spareribs. 

Are the American men a bunch of aesth 
etes? Do they love their spare-ribs? On 
the other hand, are they even a bunch of 
Turks? Do they love more the “fleshy pro- 
ductions,” as Miss Loos implies? Frankly, 
I think not. 


Are you fed up on “wild parties?” Turn to 
page 36 for a new contest on “Do Decent 
People Like Wild Parties?” This is a subject 
you'll want to write on. Don’t miss the 
limerick contest on Aleck Smart’s page. And 
above all study the contest announced on 
page 103. There you will find a chance to 
tell what you think of your favorite magazine, 
Smart Set, and win a big prize. 
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Our - Proposition will net you 
$100 ev eek in the year. Equip- 

car furn! shed, No capital or 

y. Immediate profits. W 

aay rticulars. American Products 
, 1921 Monmouth, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

— daily for spare time! Ramsay, Mo., 
ned $17.50 first day. luce new non- 
patterns 
quality 

bust Write 


nt 
shrinkable broadcloth shirts. 
please every man. Low 
close quick sales. Big re 


free sample Outfit. Digble, Ine., Dent. 110,}) 


8 Fifth Avenue, New Yor 
Free ‘Outfit—Smart- 
est Mary Rose Frocks, most wonderful values. 
Experience unnecessary. $5 to $10 daily. Rodasi 
Co., 465 Rodast Bidg., ¥Cincinnath, Ohio. 
- Big Money Daily. We offer 1 com- 
— paid every day, exclusive territory, free|C 
mples and an unlimited future to local repre- 
sentatives distributing to banks, business, pro- 
fessional and societ le America's most 
ee known lines of Made-to-Order Personal 


and Business Christmas Greeting Cards, Sta- 
Announcements, etc. 


tionery, he Process 
te Sample Dept., Troy at 


Engraving Co., 
2ist Street, Chicag 


Tick 


New! Little patented machine puts a 
edge on knives, rs, tools in 


stones, Agents. 

Central States Mfg Go. G-2011, 4500 Mary 

Ave., St. Louls, Mo. 
Agents—New lines just out. 

in hosiery, and underweai 

women, childre: utiful, irresistible Gata: 

log and =e, ‘now ready. 


Write 
139 Lake § 
Auto —— Get $10 for a Tires. Free 
to — heavy-duty, 7 ply new Mellinger tire, 
—— |guai 15 months pis sales outfit. 
Write, ‘Meltinger Tire Co. ept. 6, Kansas 
y, Mo., Warren, Ohio, Gakiand, Calif. 


as king American Women 
by storm. Men ‘and women representatives 
jeverywhere making biggest pro’ 
$279 a week—$57 a day—$17 an hour—spare 
or full time workers earn such amounts easily. 
eo now being allotted. Full informa- 
tio! Marcelwaver, Dept. 98G, Cin-) 
"Ohio. 


Have Your Ow Sell 
Hand Soap, SoS ek Metal Polls both 
ters. 


“$3 profit every tw minutes. Sel 
guaranteed work thing tot $13.95, that looks 


like $40 and wears like fro ay Proof. Every 
sale means @ catisfied, rep t customer. Big 
future. for produce: yrite Pike-Hansen 


Represent Old Established Firm, selling 


Good) 393. 50—$29.50. Commissions $4.00— 

Your Bi pportunity! Outfit Free! 

General Tailoring Co., 5278. Franklin, Chicago 
“New and Used Correspondence Co! 

Sold one-fourth Original Price. Bargain Catalog 

Free. Also Bought, Exchanged. Educational Ex- 

change Co , 18085 C Mt. Elliott, Detrott, Mich. 


pr rs. 
1121 N. Franklin, Chicago. 
Agents $240 Month. 


guaranteed 7 months. 
[ ig for your 
today of hose worn 
Betterknit Textile Co., Stik i236, Greenfield, O 
Men! Make $15.00 to $30.00 daily 
selling super value Breeches and Pants to 
outdoer workers, sportsmen; 


$2 for on ree t- 
[ax b, Dept. B 6,’ 493 Street, 


Sell silk hosiery 
We furnish auto 


New ¥ oF 
66 on Gallon. 
Vapor Humidifier and Gas Saver. 
wanted everywhere. f- 
1 Free. Critchlow, C-474, Wheaton. Ill. 
1* en! $7.50 an hour spare time. Bar- 
ne all-wool stylish suits tajlored-to-measure at 
$18.75. Sell every man! $3.75 advance com-| 
mission for you. Write for expensive sample 
case—it's Free! Canterbury Tailors, Dept. Z-7, 
20 West 22nd Street, New York. 
$114 week Protecting Friends fom Check 


Wonderful New! w 
All autos. 
% Pro 


Amazing New Glass Cleaner offers you 
$15 a day sure! Cleans windows, windshields, 


'|show cases,etc., without water, soap or chamois. 


No muss. Easily demonstrated. Housewives, 
motorists, garages, stores, institutions buy on 
sight. Write for Special Introductory Offer. 
ffy Glass Co., Monmouth, 
Cincinnath, Ont 
Ke-Knitto, os amazing needle re-knits 
silk hosiery like new, re runners per- 
fectly Agents cleaning up. Home shops profit- 
= Merchants buy at sight. Newest greatest 
oney maker tample furnished workers. 
Worl Import. Co.. Dept. PC-10. Omaha, Nc». 
Be a Real Estate Expert. $5,000-$15,00C 
yearly. Experience unnecessary. I'll teach 
you everything. Connect you with my chain 
of real estate expe Write for FREE 
booklet. National Real — Institute, 
Dept. 500-M, Fort Smith, Ark 
Bankrupt and Rummage Sales. Make 
/estart you, furnishing everything. 
Permanent business. Free details. Distribu- 
tors, Dept. 279, 429 W. Superior, Chicago. 


Raisers. Sell Securit 
Pens and Check Protectors—also new Securo- food. 
graphs. Write for details including Free Demon- $3 ea! 1 N ital ors ma ‘ 
strator Offer, Securograph sample $1 postpaid. year 
Security Pen Corp., Dept. 8, Mt Carmel, Ill. ay furnish 

Write for free sample new ten-/license and Free territo! Ask nowi Federal 
in-one kitchen utensil. Bro! gee oy Pure Food, W 2311 are er, Chicag 

Sells on 


toaster. no-burn kettle ete 
sight for 50c. a make 100% profit. Send 25¢ 
for postage on your sample. We refund 50c if 
you return it. Be sure to mention this monesine 
Alfred Carroll, 554 Argyle Rd., N. ¥. 
i: 


Agents earn big money taking — for 
our beautiful Dress Goods, Silks, Wash Fabrics, 
osiery, Fancy Goods, 1006 Samples furnished 
The National Importing a Dept. F89, 
573 Broadway, New York Cit 


offered ; one pair, $1.95, two, $3 75, three. $5.50 
Splendid assortment: 
Dept. L6, 


“Agents! Sell finest wor ever 


big commissions daily. 
Free Outfit. Longwear 
Jase Broome Street, New Yo 

Free Outfit With Actual Samples of Bos- 
free, broadcloth gets quick sales for our 


Bostonian Shirts at three 
e paid. Liberal cash com- 
~a ot 50% on each order of three shirts 
_ ns profits for you. Bostonian Mfg. 
72 St., Boston, 
Mais. 196 


Women—Earn $16 dozen a aprons. 
Experience unnecessary; no selling. Easy, 
eeenty work, materials cut. Addressed en- 

elope_ brings amet. Goshen Dress Co., 
Dep t. 660, Goshen, N. Y. 

$240 Dri-Klean-it re- 
moves dirt, grease, tar, all one operation 
Cleans car for 10c.. No soap or water used 
Car looks like new. Wonderful seller. Free 
sample. American Accessories Company, Desk 
435, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Just Out! 
uits! Anyone can 


$8.88 for 


All Wool Tallored to Individual Measure Sults| 
Witte| 


.|known articles! 


SQUARE-DEAL 

ADVERTISERS ONLY 

y do business on the basis of **sattsfac- 
tion or money back" write us for rates tn this 
ang other magazines. 

Publishers Classified Service, 
9 East 46th St., New York 

Agents—$250 Month. Raincoats. All 
colors. Your choice $2.65. Part time $2 hour. 
Complete line 60 patterns, silks, suedes, tweeds. 
Leather-Lyke. Outfit sent free. Postage pre- 

id: Write Comer Mfg. Co., Dept. 9-O, 

ayton, O. 

itt show 


u an all Virgin Wool Suit, 
er, 2 at $35, that you 
mal 


give you absotute 
outhit, nw, 3338 my proposit tion 
P. mr 238 South La Salle, Chicago. ». I. 


aie Kies, Every Day! Complete guaran- 
teed line direct to wearer—Dress Shirts, Work 

Shirts, Overalls, Coveralls, Work Pants, Sweat- 
ers, Underwear, Playsults. $10-$)5 dally; expe- 
rience unnecessary. Big outfit FREE! Nimrod 
Co., Dept. 58. 4922-28 Lincoln Ave., Chicago. 

$25.00 daily —- = Raincoatsa and 
Slickers, Red, Biu $2.95. 
Free. Pay daily. 


Dop't worry with small profits and un- 
Backed by tremendous na- 
tional advertising. hundreds of Nogar salesmen 
are making $500 to $1,000 monthly & Now. 


full starting tnstructions. 

Mfg. Co., Dept. CS-6, Reading. 
~ Women Representatives Wa 

invention prevents shoulder straps ai No 

more discomfort. Women adore | 

particulars und free offer. Lingerie * 
pany, 96 Oak St., North Windham, Con 

We Start You Without A Dollar, Roz 
Extracts,. Goods, ex- 
perience ecessary. Carnation Co 
Dept. 593, St. Louls, Mo.” 

Foreign Positions— Men interested going 
romantic America write us. pay. 
Expenses paid. South America Service Bu- 
reau, 14,600 Alma, Detroit, Mich. 


advance! pres Sales Kit! The 888 Company, 


th of all — 2 au- 
orities say, have prostate Glan isorder. 
Now a scientific treatment. Free book. Ad-|D¢Pt. F-15, Fort Wayne, 
Thermalaids, or 303) Women—Earn $16 sewing at home 
Van Nuys Bidg., Los Angeles, Call work. 
mate supp! stam envelope 
Seoret “of wut im re time: lGetails Steward Drees, 114a Mercer ork, 
10c. for next three big) Agents—We start you in_ business] 
issues of my book containing re 500 bestiand you succeed. No or ex- 
oney-makin: op perience needed. Spare or full time. You 
tunities. George Bernard, 22 'E East Pth can earn $50-$100 weekly. Write Madison 
Street. ene Ohio. Products, 566 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Agen $260 month. Bonus besides.| Know How Big Money! 


Intreduce finest line guaranteed hosiery you|Get 


> 
pay. Credit 

time satisfactory. Samples furnished. Wil nit 
Hosiery Co., Dept. 1635, Greenfield, Ohio. 


~ Sell Dress Pants Direct. One pair, $3.45; 
3 pairs, $10.00; your commission, 75c. per pair. 

Thirty beautiful patterns. Flannels._serges. 
worsteds, tropicals. 
Free. Write 5 od A6. Adlawn Pants, 35 West 
22nd St., New Yo 

Distributor 1 ioe store route this county; 
0 _ selling, 

eris 


Large Selling 


Make 
my wonderful new 
“Concentrated Salesmanship**. 
Daily or Money Refunded. Mail¢ ‘One Dollar 
Today and receive this great course Postpaid. 
v.oO. Fisher, 793 Kearny Ave.. Arlington, N. J. 


Ladies earn $17 dozen sewing aprons at 
home. No experience or selling 
Particulars 2c 

, Dept. X, Gary, eae 
Cc jete Nati 
we offer to you at the amazingly 
low price of $1.98. Previously sold for $24 00. 
Every subject on business 
cents postage on delivery. 
Fifth Avenue, New York Cit 


2 
3! 
98 


ecessary 
stam. Renee Co. 


Manufacturing wz Co., Box 173, Florin, Pa. 

~ Give Away Key Insurance. Make $30 
dally. Amarng money-maker just patented. 
Nothing like Write today for Free Offer. 
Initial- ft. Inc.. Quincy, Chicago. 


at home; experience unnecessary. Everything 
om lied. Steady work, 2c stamp brings par-| — 
ulars. Pearl Garment, 543a B'way, New York. 


219 Men Wanted. $50 a day made by 
Ham (Cal). Others receiving $500 month 
ross Stropper locally 

We help you start. Our Florida man made 

$5.300 last year. Get details. Send coupon! 

Kriss-Kross Corp.. G-3252, 1418 Pendle- 

ton Ave., St. Louls. Mo. 

Name. 


“Make extra money 
photoplays, ry. free 

Abbott, 22 East “th Bireet, Cincinnati, 


Wig not sell us your spare time, $2.00 an 
hour, $19. 70 daily easy full time. peng 
how months Guaranteed Hoslery—47 sty 

rs for men, women, chiidren, including 
latest “Silk to the Top” Ladies’; Misses 

Sport: Men's Fanctes. No capital or 
ence furnish samples. Your own) 
Silk Howe New Plan. Matthews, 


Park 9286. Cincinnath Obia, 


Course, | 
-00 Money a if not satis 


Women—Earn $18 dozen dresses|¢ 


LEARN WHILE YOU EARN 


“nt to $100 ome in 
re time. Start making’ money at once 
Training endorsed by Engineers Assn., and 


yment starts you. 

no money 
now. Investigate first. e L. L. Cooke, 
Chief Engineer, 2138 Law Ave., Chicago. 
Men, get Forest Ranger job; $125-$200 
month and home furnished; hunt, fish, trap. 
For detalis, write Norton Institute, 1523 
Temple Court, Denver, Colo 

~ Want U. S. Gov't Position; commence 
$115-$250 month? Men-women, 18 trained 
at home in three weeks. Write Ozment’s In- 
struction Bureau, 137, St. Louis. 
Big Pay Jobs open in Automotive field. 
Learn how on rea! equipment with teal shop 
tools In elght weeks. Satisfaction guaran- 
eed. Write quick for special tuition offer. 
ept. 21-H, Cleve- 


McSweeny Auto Schools, D 
land, O. und Cincinnati, O. 


etc. 
e “Outiit Free. “Eliott Brad 
ley, 230 S. Wells, Dept. AF-6, Chicago. | 


OLID Gold effect case, guar- 
anteed 25 years. Accuracy 
uaranteed by 100-year old 
illion Dollar factory. Richly 
engraved. Locomotivecrown, 
timekeeper dial, railroad back. Wh 
pay $20 or $30 for your next watch? 
rder NOW. KnifeandchainGIVEN 
during Bargain, Sal Sal only $3.87 


and Postage. 
ital or cou and 
en FREE 


RIAL. ear 10 at our ex- 
nse.Money back delighted. 
ise coupon below. Order by No. As 


Solid white gold effi 


a 
dial. Blue syn’ 


NO MONEY. 
$ 
age on val. 


Dinner Ring 


ous platinumeffect. Fi 
Sait "reproduction diamonds 


Now! $5,000 year easy! Sell Gibraitar es. Richly carved. 5 
Shirts! Finest uality. Lowest prices. Defy Fitth A Avenue 
competitiont Liberal dally commissions. Send | mode--first time offered ¢: 
for free outfit containing large assort-| this Sale ial aud 
ment shirt samples. Gibraltar Shirt Co.,| 2°8tageon arrival. 
Dept. T-7, 22nd Street, New York. Use o: 


LUCK § 207,220, 
piness Success 
all symbolized in this rich, 
Wy N 
Att compels, 

Inysiifies! ‘Be Win 
at games, business, love. 
Order yours now! SEND 

on arrival. 
age paid. Guar- 


Use Coupon below. Order by No. @ 


Platinum 


. Set with 10. 


beauty! Tiny mirror and rouge 


Rich Folks 


Bradle Feproductio 
lends cannot te 


“Men qualify Forest Ranger Position: 
tart $128 month; cabin and vacation. Patrol 
the forests; protect the game. Write Mokane 
Institute, Dept. M-44, Denver, Colo. - 

oney—Do you need it? New illustrated 


Fisher, 798 Kearney, Arlington, N 


Hotels Need Trained “Nation- 
wide demand for trained men ‘--- 
Past experience unnecessary We _ train 
you by mail and put you in Touch with big 
opportunities. Write at once for particu- 
lars. Lewis Hotel Training Schools, Suite 
AW-W637, Wasbington. 


NEWTON, M 


BRADLEY, Jewelers, Dept. 20L 


Ship at once to address below the following bar- 
gains. AO;No.B 0; No. C 0;No. D 


No.E0);No.F (Place X in box to show your 
selections). win on arrival. Money back if [ 
want it. Z risk no! ing. 

Name 

City. State. 
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ia few seconds, automatically anishes whet- cd 
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$57.50 


5-40 AAI blue 
diamond in La 

old 
Butterfly design 
$1 with order, 
$3 to Post- 


WHAT YOU DO— 


SEND ONE DOLLAR 
with your name and ad- 
dress, the number of the 
article you wish to examine 
and a brief note telling us 
something about yourself, 


Simply state: (1) How long 
ut present address, (2) Age, 
(3) Married or single, (4) 
Name of employer, (5) Na- 
ture of work and (6) How 
long in employ, 

This information will be 
held strictly confidential— 
no direct inquiries sent to 
employer, 


man, $5.35 
@ month, 


Knot design 


mon 


$1 with 


§-.52 18K white go for 
ladies set with thre 

blue white . 
Regular $50 value. 


ling 
monds 


$37.50—$1 with order, 
$3.65 a month, 


S-54 An ideal gift for misses. 
Initial and diamond mounted 
on genuine onyx 

white gold carved mounting. 


$18.50—$1 with order, 


$1.75 @ month. 


Open-work Row- 
for Ladies 
in 18K white gold with 
AAI blue-white dia- 


$3.85 a month, 


order, 


i; blue-white 
$1 with order, $4 


to Postman, $6 
month, 


WHAT WE DO= 


Brings Your Choice 
10 MontHs To PAY 


Upon arrival of your or- 
der, we will open a Ten 
Month Charge Account 
and send your selection for 
approval and 15 day trial. 


If price of article exceeds 
$50, we will ship C. 0. D. 
the additional amount to 
be paid upon acceptance, 
If satisfied you pay balance 
in 10 equal monthly pay- 
ments. Otherwise, return 
and full amount paid will 
be refunded. 


No articles sold to persons 
under 20 years of age. 


AAU biue- «white dia- 
$1 with 


BULOVA 
Strap Watch 

43 14K rolled gold- 
plate 15 jewel Bulo 
movement ‘dust - tite 
cap, radium numerals 
and hands. 


$29.75—$1 with 
order, $2.87 
@ month, 


$39.50—$1 with 


Complete A 
with Presentation 


ieces irro 
file, cuticle knife, buttonhook mand 


bu case. 
00—$1 with order, $1.70 month. 


$3.85 month, 


A Real Bargain at 
This Low Price 


4K solid white gold 
ectangular ch, 


silk grosgrain ribbon and ex- 
pansion bracele 


$27.50—$1 with order, 
$2.65 @ month. 


1928 


EDITION 


Masterpieces of the 


fewelers’ Art 


This book sent without obligations to any Adult interested 
in purchasing. Tea months to pay on everything. 


8-48 The Mayflower— 
beautifully carved in 
18K_ white gold with 
AA1_ blue - white. dia- 


“$l with order, 
$4.90 a month. 


Strap 
Watch 
For MEN 
8-49 14K green gold: filled 
engraved, guaranteed 15 
jewel movement, radium 
numerals and hands. 
$27.50—$1 with 
order, $2.65 a 
month, 


8-50 15 Jewel Elgin; 12 
size 14K green gold-filled 
case, with high - grade 
gold - filled chain. 


$32.50—$1 with 
order, $3.15 a 


pleasing 
contrast of 
Diamonds 


and 
Sapphires 


W. SWEET, INC. 


pt. 1108-L, 1660 Broadway, New York 


diamend in center. 
Send $1—pay 
Postman $6.25 
$6.54 monthly 


Complete 
with Presentation 


order, $4.40 
month, 


3-55 A beautiful solitaire of 
alow price. 18K white gold 
mounting with 1 biue- 


white diamon 
$32.50-$1 with order, 
$3.15 @ month, 


beautiful leaf and 

floral design in white gold 

Dinner Ring set with three 
AAI blue- white diamonds, 


$39.50—$1 with order, 
$3.85 @ month, 


“4 An Ideal Gift 
nation - 


monds and four blue 


expat ribbon 
le 


00-6 1 with order, 
$4.40 month. 
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@his year’s Queen of the eWay doesn’t have to be called early. She is still up 
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With a Drawing 
“By ELDON KELLY * 


MEBODY was asking me not long ago to tell 

) of the funniest thing 1 ever saw spontaneously 
said or done. The question set me to thinking. | 
thought of Ben Hapgood Burt’s historic remark at The 
Lambs’ Club one very warm evening touching on the 


barkeeper’s state of humidity, but that happens to be 
a tale which is not suitable for mixed company nor 
for a magazine reaching the home and fireside. 

I thought of Bob Davis rising up and telling the 
story of the American tourist, the Anglican curate and 
the chimes of Canterbury Cathedral, at a public ban- 
quet after a conversational gentleman named Bells 
consumed practically all of the time which had been 
allotted to a coterie of after-dinner speakers, including 


Davis. 


I thought of other examples of quick thinking and 
sweet, swift repartee and apt retort, physical or mental, 
which from time to time came under my personal ob- 


servation. 


And then | thought away back to the memorable 


day—it seems now, in retrospect, a very 


distant day, 


indeed—when I was a boy of perhaps ten or possibly 


rs.“Roan brought 
the blunderbuss 
end of eMrs. Lawson's 
ear-trumpet to her lips 
and, through its sinuous 
length, spoke in a voice 
so shrill that instantly 
every head was turned 
towards the pair of them / 
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cAnother °Hilarious 
Experience 
from the “Boyhood of 


IRVIN COBB 


eleven, and went to the old John Robinson Shows. 
That’s just about forty years ago, but the recollection 
of what befell there abides in my mind, in glowing and 
fadeless colors, as the finest piece of spontaneous humor 
I ever witnessed or, for the matter of that, ever hope to 
witness. 

I can half shut my eyes and recreate the whole pic- 
ture of it: the smell of the hot dust and the smell of 
the camels; the summer sunlight filtering down through 
the bellying canvas top; the high black boots and the 
long pink coat of the equestrian director—only, we 
called him the ringmaster; the farm-hands eating 
coconuts and red bananas and swigging pink lemonade 
—the customary diet then of a countryman making a 
festival of circus day; and, most vividly of all, the 
impish look on the painted face of that inspired and 
brilliant jester as he darted across the sawdust to exe- 
cute the coup which would make an entire country-side 
reel with mirth for weeks and months afterwards. 

My father was a poor man even as measured by the 
standards of the community and those times. He had 
heen reared as a rich man’s (Continued on page 96) 


ran to the head of the largest 
phant and seized that creature’s 
long black, dangling trunk, which 


4 now, as everyone saw, looked most 
Se amazingly like Lawson’s 
>) ear-trumpet 


O" the instant one of the clowns 
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Only Once or Gwice in a Century “Does the “Pen of 


q met your dark 
eyes, eyes which al- 
ways held promise 
of so much: of hon- 
esty, of understand- 
ing, of steadfastness 
—and I knew that 
life held many 
things in store for 
me—but not peace 


troduction on those dreadful patches of 

baked grass and lumps they called tennis 
courts, when I, looking up to the vivid dark- 
ness of your face, said to myself, “Rather 
nice man, this!” Your eyes seemed to say, 
“Not a bad-looking woman!” 

How long did we spend together that first 
afternoon while we talked of books, of music, 
of your beloved Oxford? How gay life was 
then, how care free! *The future was mysteri- 
ous and shadowy, but how exciting and ad- 
venturous! And later, “Would the parents 
that be,” you asked, “permit your having tea with a lonely 
bachelor?” 

“They certainly would not,” I said, “if they were consulted. 
Which is your flat?” 

“Number 99, on the ground floor. 
I've got rather a jolly piano.” 

“We're in 97.” 

“Then we're next door to each other.” 

“You do work things out quickly. Did you get your 
‘half-blue’ for arithmetic at Oxford? I know you must have.” 

Copyright, 1928, by Duffield & Co 


| reduction on it so well, that formal in- 


Come on, I'll show you. 


You made a face at me, of course, for saying that to you 
And then came my first introduction to your room. Qh. 
my dear, I could see it now. if the tears would only let me— 
see it so clearly that hardly a breath would disturb its tranquil 
grayness unless it were the breath of memory. You showed 
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“By G. SHEILA 


me around. You were very proud of your room. It was 
“My Bechstein, my stag’s head, my fishing-rod,”’ and. I think. 
“my latch-key.” 

Such enchanting possessions at twenty-four 

After tea, brought in by the fat and bulging though discreet 
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a ‘Writer Gind Words to Voice the “Perfect Love Story 


cB Then one morning red roses were brought to me. 


DONISTHORPE 


Mrs. Edwards, who, good soul, looked neither to the right 
nor to the left, you sang to me. 

The deep golden tones of that exquisite baritone of yours 
rang out like an organ, each warm, rich note enveloped me 
like some generous cloak. I was silenced by its magical beauty. 
Oh, my Richard, so much of heaven was in that voice of 
yours. When I got up to go you came over and stood 
beside me. 

“It’s been wonderful meeting you like this,” you said. 

And as I met your dark eyes. eyes which always held 


hy, you’re 

just a little 

thing,” you said, 

“just as high as my 
heart—and I can’t 

tell you all the won- 

derful things I feel 

é because of the beat 


of that heart’ 


“Diek 


promise of so much: of honesty, of understanding, 
of steadfastness—isn’t that funny, of steadfast- 
ness?—I knew that life held many things in store 
for me, but not peace. 

For the next few weeks we met nearly every 


Such dear velvety things! I knew they were from 
you and a sudden warmth flooded my heart. 
That night we went to the theater together for 
the first time. As I dressed, an absurd little tune 
kept bubbling up to my lips. I selected a frock, a 
filmy thing of sulphur color, and gazed at myself 
in the looking-glass. Not one beautiful feature could I find! 
No clear-cut lines, no complexion of pink and white trans- 
parency, nor hair of golden sheen. But I had youth, grace 
of limb, warm creamy skin, a soft mouth of tulip red and 
a chestnut mop of hair. Eyes? My one decent point, brown 
and shadowy, and shining that night as if somebody had 
sewed stars into them. 
“Is Madame to know you're going to the theater, Miss?” 
Ellen’s sympathetic face appeared at the door. 
“Yes, but we went with a crowd, Ellen,’ I laughed, “a very 
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large crowd, oodles of us, millions and trillions of us.” 
- Ellen, ever my ally, grunted approval of my humor. 

“Do I look nice?” I asked. “I must look nice tonight, very 
nice because I’m going out with a woolly lamb, a grayhound 
and a nightingale.” 

“All them animals? 
from next door.” 

“And what do you know about the dark gentleman from 
next door?” I inquired. 

“Nothing, only Mrs. Edwards and me, Miss. we call him 
‘the Hero’.”’ 

“The Hero!" Of course I roared with laughter and danced 
Ellen around the room. 

At eight o’clock you came for me. Silhouette of black and 
white, the black and white of your lean dark face, the clean 
height and breadth of you gave me intense satisfaction. 

“Ready?” you asked. “I’ve got a machine outside.” 

A little glow of warmth came stealing over me as you 
banged the door to and we drove away together. 


I thought it was the dark gentleman 


HE play, itself, holds no memory for me. I expect it was 
light and bright and musical-comedy-ish, but one small inci- 
dent impressed itself vividly on my mind. During an interval 
I caught sight of Hilary Marsh, one of the prettiest and most 
popular comedy actresses of the year. She was leaning over 
the side of her first-tier box. As you glanced up her eyes met 
yours and she threw you a friendly smile. You bowed gaily. 
A cold finger was laid on my heart. She was beautiful, 
attractive, sought after and you evidently knew her well. 
Then I saw her beckoning you. 

I smiled and tried to be brave. “Look, Dick, she wants you 
to go up to her box,” I said and I made room for you to pass. 

“Not I,” you said. “I’m much too lazy to move.” 

I laughed to myself at the truly English way you had of 
bestowing your compliments. I was not to flatter myself that 
my superior charms were keeping you at my side; no, it was 
merely because you were too lazy to move—well! 

Suddenly I found you looking at me with an amused grin. 

“Little old Funny,” you said, “there are such a lot of things 
I want to tell you some day.” 

“That sounds a long way off. Don’t you think your interest 
might have evaporated by that time?” I asked 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Oh, I don't know. I imagine you tire pretty easily of 
things, of people, don’t you?” 

“No.” The word cut across ‘me like a whip and I found 
comfort in the sting of it. 

Later, you asked, “Does one come and partake of a sand- 
wich at number 99 before one goes home?” . 

“One certainly does not unless one expects to find an irate 
aunt bursting a blood-vessel at one’s non-arrival.” 

“Tell me, how long before I'll see you again?” 

“Oh, about a mile and a half as the crow flies,’ 1 answered. 

“Aren't you ever serious?” 

“Only on fourth Wednesdays and wet Sundays.” 

“Have you been terribly bored tonight?” Richard asked 
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G. Sheila “Donisthorpe, Gamous “Author, 
in the Sweetest Story Ever Gold, 
Admits Vou to the Hidden Altar of 
“Dreams ‘Where Every “Woman 
Guards the Sacred Glame of Love 


. I drew back from the window. 
“Fill,” I cried, “he’s out there.” Ghe sight 
of you whipped the foolish flame to my face. 
cAt that moment, in my love for you, the 
world and evervthing in it was mine 


“Terribly,” I cried enthusiastically, and added, “Good night.” 
‘Good night, Little Funny,” you said as I turned to go in 
Do you like me?” 

“Moderately,” you replied. 
“Don’t gush!” I laughed. 
I flew up, three steps at a time into the flat to my room 
Oh, my dear, it was good to find a fellow lunatic, a stimulat 


You certainly never flattered 


.* vie 
jt 
FSR 
| 
A 
} 
\ 


With “Drawings from Life 
By ©. D. SKIDMORE 


\ 


ing, comrade mind and, if my heart told me truly, a most 
thrilling lover. 

Beyond one or two casual meetings, sternly discouraged by 
me, I don’t think you knew much of my Aunt Harriet with 
whom I lived. She was my father’s spinster sister, a grim, 
flat-chested, thin-lipped woman in the late forties with rigid 
views and a somewhat pessimistic outlook on life. Both my 
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parents died when I was too young to remember them and she 
had taken me home to live with her. : 

She had found me troublesome to manage and I had been 
sent, at the age of twelve, to a Spartan boarding-school, where 
education and discipline were considered of more importance 
than comfort. I expressed 
my resentment at being 
dragged out of bed at five- 
forty-five on a_ winter’s 
morning, to practise scales 
by promptly running away 
to the home of an old 
nurse, in whose heart I 
had always found a soft 
spot. I had, of course, 
been speedily discovered 
and brought back, to be 
made a thorough example. 

It was then I said to 
my great friend, Eileen 
Wilton: 

“When I’m married I'll 
never have any children. 
I think it’s too awful hav- 
ing to be a child.” 

Eileen replied that she 
didn’t mind it much and 
I thought she was so com- 
letely mad that it very 
nearly severed our friend- 
ship. 

To this day I have 
never changed my opinion. 
Looking back at those 
lonely, unnatural, love- 
less first seventeen years, 
I am filled with horror 
and loathing at the 
thought of living any one 
of them again. 

As for the rest of my 
education, my aunt cer- 
tainly did her best for me 
and I received a far more 
expensive one than her 
slender purse could have 
well afforded at that time. 
After leaving school, I 
studied music at the 
Royal Academy, where I 
obtained the usual diplo- 
mas and medals, entitling 
me to teach or perform 
according to which par- 
ticular field I might 
choose. 

I was then considered “finished” and was 
permitted to put up my hair and “come 
out.” This last hectic pleasure consisted of 
having a couple of evening dresses run up 
by somebody’s “little woman” and attend- 
ing a few theaters and private dances, 
rigidly chaperoned by some married friend, 


- who was asked, “to keep an eye on Nona and see she didn’t 


get herself talked about by dancing more than two dances 
with the same partner and to bring her home not later than 
eleven-thirty.” I would find Aunt’s bedroom light burning 
brightly and Aunt’s sleepless eyes steadily fixed on the small 
gold watch beside her bed. It was, of course, a hideous of- 
fence to get “talked about” in those days; it spoiled one’s 
chances, whatever that might imply. 

I look back and review that first summer of ours:. those 
hot June days, the raspberry and cream teas, tennis after- 
noons, evenings spent in seeing a play, in the garden, or at 
the piano by your open window. I planned a calendar of days. 
Those on which we failed to meet were washed out as a wet 
sponge washes out slate-pencil markings. 

We should, by the end of that summer, have become good 
friends or have lost interest in each other. Neither of these 
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ou opened the door to me. cA 

ark, lean figure. You drew me in. 

ou said, ‘‘l’ve been waiting ages 

you.”” Ghen you stood and 

just looked at me. “‘(Little Gunny,” 

you said, “I had to come back. 
I missed you so” 


things happened. At each meeting the air grew 
thick with things unsaid, and while we spoke lightly 
of books, music, games, our hearts and.eyes were 
telling all that we dared not speak. 

I would come away from you, aching from the 
effort of disguising everything I feared to let you 
see and with a great longing for sleep. 

But I had forgotten how to sleep. Thoughts of 
you obsessed me. I held imaginary conversations 
with you and silly little intimate sentences were 
born 

It was something more than impulse that caused 
me to pack up and journey to the sea, away from 
the vision of your dark head, away from the sound 
of your voice which pulled at my heart and away 
from that veiled, obscure sense of something, very 
like fear, which, however pitiably I might evade 
it, was creeping towards me like an inevitable force- 
ful stream. 


_ . at the little Eastlake Bay Hotel and 
with the tang of the salt air on my lips, I 
said, “You're not here; you don’t exist; I’m free; 
I belong to myself.” Then I went for a long walk 
and came in and ate a huge tea of home-made 
bread and jam and Devonshire cream and felt 
very, very free. Later, when I looked at the chintz 
armchair in my bedroom, I visioned your face flung 
across the cushion. But a week down there would 
surely change all that. It might have, had it 
not been for those two letters redirected from 
London which arrived the day before my departure. 
Since the mere sight of your handwriting set my 
heart pounding, I regarded this trip as an imperfect 
cure. 

And yet it was a very different me who returned to Lon- 
don. True, the lamps you had lit in my eyes still blazed in 
the old tell-tale manner but it was a Nona with the healthy 
tan of the sun and wind on her cheeks, a Nona bubbling over 
with youth and fun, very sure of herself, and not too hideously 
plain. 

I arrived at the flat, after a stifling journey during which 
the wheels of the train had made joyous song of your name. 
London felt as hot as an oven. 

Ellen announced, “Madame will be out to dinner.” 

That meant that my evening, too, was free. 

“Got any food for me, Ellen?” 

“Yes, Madame ordered a cutlet and a soufflé.” 

“Good, I’m starving. Serve it at eight. I'll go and unpack.” 

“Miss Jill’s in the sitting room; been here half an hour; 
Miss,” said Ellen. 

“Good Lord! Why didn’t you tell me before?” I flung off 
my hat as Jill’s charming little face appeared round the door. 

“Well! here she is, all sunburnt and healthy, and looking as 
pure as a pound of butter,” she laughed. 

“And about as fat.” I threw open all the windows. “Whew! 
This London ‘eat fairly does a body in.” 

“Don’t be uppish, dearie; you've only been enjoying the sea 
breezes at Sloppleton-on-Slush for about a week. Your lady 
aunt is out.” 

“Naturally, or you wouldn’t be here.” 

“She can’t stand the sight of me, can she?’ Jill asked me. 


avr 


“My dear, you happen to be a friend of mine, that’s why 

“Yes, I suppose that is against me.” 

“Fatal.” 

Jill reached for a cigarette and curled up kitten-wise on the 
couch. She was rather like a kitten, a cream-fed Persian one, 
ail round and soft 


a H, WELL, we all have our little fads,” she said. “I often 
wish I had the energy to dislike people; at least, it 
gives a zest to life on a wet afternoon. Meet anybody away?” 
“No, awful fudgy lot of people staying at the hotel. Anyway, 

I didn’t go to meet people. I went for a rest.” 
“Sounds darn dull to me; still it appears to have agreed 
with you. I never saw anybody look so disgustingly healthy., 
And may one ask if you have recovered from the other cvm- 
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plaint from which you were suftermg when you left here?” 

I hurled two cushions at her and told her to shut up. 

“Anyway,” she said, “he’s at home now, probably fretting 
his collar off its stud with impatience to see you.” 

“Why you don’t even know him by sight.” 

‘’Course I do. Long, lean sort of man. Dark, too. Walks 
like a grayhound. Drove up in a taxi ten minutes before you 
came in and floated up the steps next door with something 
very charming in pink. Might have been his mother, though.” 

“Jill! Of all lovely liars I love you best. Come and help 
me unpack.” 

“Good. I’li own up. The charming thing in pink was put 
in to make it more difficult, otherwise all correct. Ill-come to 
your room for some powder but I can’t stay long as I’m dining 
and going to a show with Michael Gray. Why don’t you 
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5) uddenly you folded me in your 
arms, hungrily, fiercely, and I 
trembled with the exquisite joy and 
pain of it. “Primitive words of love 
broke from you, like birds fluttering 
before a storm. “Oh my dear, 
what am I to do with you?” 


come along, too, and I’ll phone him to bring Val.” 

“No, I want to be here tonight,” I answered 
from the depths of my trunk, “and do fling open 
that window; there’s a lamb.” 

Jill’s fair head was already outside. “Suffering 
cats! Look at the elite playing tennis out here. 
What a mob, Nona! Just look at that apparition 
in the striped shirt and his little brother’s trousers.” 

“Isn’t he beautiful? That’s the secretary of the 
club. He airs the same pair of canary-colored 
trousers every season, and each year they shrink a 
little further and get a little yellower. Don’t lose 
your heart to him, because that enormous red 
woman at the net, who looks like a ship under full 
sail, is his wife. I’m sure they have chops for tea 
and a shilling-in-the-slot gas.” 

Suddenly I drew back from the window. 

“Jill, he’s out there! You knew!” 

“Of course I knew, you old silly,” she laughed. 

I slipped into a white silk wrapper. 


2 OING to have a bath. You were a worm 
to drag me to the window. He'll think I 
was looking for him.” 

“Oh, you make me tired. Why you've seen each 
other every day for a month, and he mustn’t see 
you put your head out of the window. I wonder 
the man isn’t frozen stiff. The icicle act went out 
with the tricycle years ago. For goodness’ sake 
don’t be so early Victorian.” 

“Well, I loathe the meet-you-halfway type. It 
sickens me.” 

We were interrupted from further argument by the entrance 
of Ellen with a note. Your handwriting whipped the usual 
foolish flame to my face. Jill looked at me and grinned, 
“Quick work.” 

She sat down on the edge of the bed and deliberately lit 
another cigarette. “ ‘I feel I ought to be going,’ she said. ‘Oh. 
no,’ said her hostess; ‘do stay. We've got cherry cake for tea 
and the Vicar’s coming.’ ” 

“Boodle!” I yelled from the bathroom. 

“T dislike this varsity slang. Well, good-by, my child. Read 
your Hero’s love sonnet and have a hectic evening. Don’t 
overdo the touch-me-not stunt and remember that every dog 
has his day. Bow-wow.” 

I dined alone with your note propped up before me; the 
open balcony windows showed the misted distance of the 
garden. You had written: 

“So you’re back again. Will you be an angel and come in 
this evening. I want to see you so much. Please.” 

Halfway through dinner, the telephone rang. 

“Ts that you?” 

“Yes.” I was thankful that your question required only 
that answer. 

“Look here, you got my note? You're coming in to see me 
tonight.” No question merely a statement. 

“Yes, soon.” 

“Very soon.” 

I laughed. “May I be allowed to finish dinner?” 

“Yes, but don’t wait for coffee, you can have it here.” 

1 hung up the receiver. The world and everything in it 
was mine. It lay there at my feet, [Continued on page 90} 
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Gwo Years cAgo Last Year's 


HONORE WILLSIE MORROW 


Set Gerself the Gask of Understanding 
the ‘Revolt of cWodern ‘Youth and She 
“Was Amazed by “Discoveries. Since 
hen a New Generation Has Pome Along. 
Morrow Now Cells You Ghrough 


ittle 


CERF About Ghis ‘Younger Set 


. 


WO years ago I was commissioned by Cosmopolitan 

Magazine to make a study of modern youth. I was 

told to learn through actual contact with youth whether 
the current tales of its wildness were facts or merely the 
exaggerations of scandal mongers. 

I accepted eagerly. My own children are nearing adoles- 
cence. Naturally I am vitally interested in the view-point and 
behavior of the present generation of young people as they are. 

I wanted the truth about the subject. 

I embarked upon a tour of investigation 
which took me to the four points of the 
compass. I traveled from New Hampshire 
to Alabama and from Alabama to Illinois. 
I invaded schools. I pried into home life. 
I talked with young people of both sexes. 
I listened to wailing parents. And all my 
previous ideas and ideals of young peo- 
ple were turned topsy-turvy. 

I learned of promiscuity and of drunk- 
enness I saw the mad _ search for 
pleasure. I observed the rebellion against 
restriction and the scorn with which youth 
views its elders. I was dumbfounded at 
the frankness with which youth flaunts 
its indiscretions. 

I told about these things in detail, giv- 
ing unvarnished facts. Both the magazine 
and myself were flooded with letters— 
many of protest and denunciation, others 
of ratification and praise. 

A good many of the letters began with 
an indignant denial of my allegations in 
Cosmopolitan and then inadvertently pro- 
ceeded to prove them. As, witness this: 

“My dear Mrs. Morrow, I read your 
article and it made me mad clear through: 
I’m not calling you a liar but I want to 
tell you that what you say just don’t exist. And I know, tor 
I’m one of that younger generation that you old people are 
wasting so much breath over. I’m a student at X—— College, 
and I’ll have you know that I still am pure. At least I am 
unless I went too far when I passed out at one of our fraternity 
parties. I suppose you mothers and fathers never went to 
parties when you were young, if you ever were young. And 
if you did you were nothing but a flop. 

“T can take care of myself and so can every girl I know. 
And that’s because most of us have to. My mother is a 
doctor and my father is a judge and they believe in letting me 
express myself. And why not? Who are you middle-agers 
to sit around and tell me I can’t carry a hip flask? You're 
the ones that made the Volstead law and you can darn’ well 
take the consequences. Believe me, there are some! I have 
a little sedan of my own. And it’s nobody's business. I can 
take care of myself. And supposing I did neck, I've cut 
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it all out now except with the boy friend I’m going to marry 
And do you honestly believe all that old stuff about the single 
code. Say, Mrs. Morrow, didn’t you ever read Freud? Don't 
you know that it’s repression that makes nervous wrecks of 
women ? 

“Now listen to me. I’m going to have fun while I’m 
voung. All the fun that’s going. If I get into trouble, why 
that’s my hard luck and I won’t whine. 

Very truly yours, R—— V——. 

“P. S. I wouldn't blame you if you 
didn’t answer this letter. If you last as 


far as the postscript.” 
(, AUCHE and very, very young, eh? 
Well, I did answer it to the best of my 
ability and a year later received a reply: 
“Dear Mrs. Morrow, I know you didn't 
expect or probably want an answer to 
your letter and you must have forgotten 
me, anyhow, and the letter you wrote 
You said that life itself would answer my 
statements for you. I tore your reply up. 
But say, do you know that life has an- 
swered me! I've been dropped from col- 
lege. And my mother and father have 
washed their hands of me and say I’ve 
got to earn my own living. Do you call 
that fair when I have no training? And 
in this hick town where I live up in New 
Hampshire, the neighbors turn up their 
noses at me as if I’d done something really 
wrong. Honestly, Mrs. Morrow, I’m not 
asked anywhere. Would you advise me 
to come to New York where nobody 
knows or cares whether you have any 
morals or not? As a matter of fact, I'm 
fed up on all this drinking and necking. 
If mother and dad would only believe it, I’m as safe as a 
church now. What I want to know is why didn’t they protect 
me from all this? They didn’t have to go through it. Some 
dumb-bells, I'll say! What I want to know is, where do I go 


from here? Can you answer me that or are you too much 
disgusted? Very truly, R Vv—. 
“P. S. My engagement fell through. My friend went off 


all of a sudden and married a stenographer and she’s sup- 
porting him while he finishes college. Don’t write back and 
tell me I should have learned stenography. Don’t! But wasn't 
he some sheik? And I thought he was a great Big Man. 
Probably I was right and he'll be in the White House yet.” 
According to a book or two I've read lately I might not qualify 
so badly for White House life. Laugh that off if you can!” 

They came from all sorts and conditions of young people: 
the idle, the hard-working, the self-supporting and the para- 
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sites. Some of them made actual black and white 
confessions of promiscuity and, in the case of one 
girl, defied me to prove that she had done wrong. 


HIS note of defiance was one of the notable 
aspects of the letters, but it was more amusing 
than surprising. I was defiant myself as a young- 
ster. So were all the other parents who are 
wrestling with adolescent children today. The dif- 
ference between our defiance and that of the pres- 
ent generation was that we had been taught self- 
control and the defiance seldom broke its moral 
bounds. Our parents, thank heaven, never had 
heard of complexes nor of the inhibiting that is 
supposed to cause them! If I had tried to spring 
“self-expression” or “suppression complexes” on my 
mother as an excuse for indecency as so many 
present-day young people do, I probably would have 
been given a dose of castor oil and then sent to 
Coventry for a week. My mother, bless her, knew 
her job! Most of us modern mothers are rattled 
by the smoke screen raised by half-baked amateur 
psychoanalysts of whom one hears so much now. 
The letters were illuminating because so many 
of them came from boys and girls around the ages 
of twenty and twenty-one. They put on record, 
as it were, the effect of the 
kind of child training that 
came into vogue when they 
were born, poor lambs! It 
was then that we women be- 
gan to go to child study clubs 
and it was then that a good 
deal of this so-called wildness 
of [Continued on page 124] 
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fact that cheers me is that whenever 

I talk confidentially with one of the 
“new” young mothers, who previous to her 
marriage has gone the pace, | find she has 
made a decided about face. Such a young 
woman with a six-month-old baby laid down 
the law to me the other day. “‘You can bet 
on this,” she said. ‘eAy daughter is never 
going to see the side of life I was allowed to 
see. . . I’m going to teach her to obey—and 
I’m going to keep her respect”’ 
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Who 


from 


CAN’T imagine any human suffering greater than that 
| of being in love with a woman, holding her in your 
arms every day and having her act a love she does not 
feel. I mean act literally, for the woman was Barbara Gray, 
the movie star, and I was her leading man. 
This is the strange experience that befell me at the 
height of my career when I thought myself woman-proof. 
I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth. I had been 
popular in high school and by sheer luck a motion picture 
director saw me act in the graduation play, bore me away 
to Hollywood and started me upward. In a few years on 
the salary of a star, I was the benefactor of my family. 
I set it down as a commonplace fact that women flung 
themselves in my path. At first there was glamour in it 
but I found that the value of women went steadily down in 
my eyes. Too easy; a little too cheap! I had become 
blasé, or conceited, or just numb. 
“Why was I popular?” I asked myself. Something I was 
born with, undoubtedly. Some sort of magnetism and the 
ability to act. I could act in almost any situation, from 
a funeral to an orgy, from a football game to a love-scene. 
Well, we'll let that pass. Barbara had other ideas about it. 
The sum of it all was that I became woman-weary, but 
when I signed up to play opposite Barbara, and my friends 
warned me that this was the woman who would get me, I 
was amused and skeptical. I had heard of Barbara’s 
strange and unusual power over men; I had seen her on 
the screen and had several times met her at Hollywood 
parties, but I was not greatly impressed. The slow tricks ae 
of her eyes, her abandon in aoa: her enigmatic 7 ——- Barbara told me hotly, 
smile, her famous shrug were all transparent to me. I saw “if ever | marry, my husband will be 
only a very clever actress, where the public saw an alluring a man, not an actor’ 
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A Self-Gold Story 
of a | 
eMOVIE JDOL 


Who Ghought 
“Was 


“WOMAN- PROOF 


woman whom she portrayed as the heroine in the picture. 
And in fact, even after the picture started, I did not 
really see Barbara. Perhaps my hard-boiled attitude was 
to blame. Anyway there she was, seeming a little foreign 
and yet American, speaking with a husky, sweet voice that 
was music, very soft, low music. She was sometimes 
amused and sometimes enraged by my coolness. 
In one scene I was sitting in a chair, my chin in my 
hands and she was standing over me saying again and 
again, “I had to come; I couldn’t help it,” when she 
added some words on her own: 

“Do you like my hair fixed this way?” 
‘“Hadn’t noticed it,” I mumbled. I had to keep my lips 
as immobile as possible. 
She spoke softly but angrily. “You stuffed shirt! You 
conceited puppy!” 
I grew angry myself and muttered, “Conceit? It’s 
painted all over you!” 
She answered me with one word of contempt, “Actor!” 


- SAY. Barbara,” shouted the director, ‘“‘you don’t look 
as though you were madly in love; you look as if 

you wanted to crown him. Kill it!” 
The word “actor” started my troubles. Popularity 
doesn’t necessarily produce conceit. It may have the op- 
posite effect. All my life I had had a bag of tricks that 
set the mob applauding. It was too easy. When fame 
came it seemed a cheap affair, and I knew that if over- 
night some change came to me, say a scandal, the pub- 
lic’s love would become hate. Besides that, I had a grow- 
ing conviction that acting was not a man-size job. To 
spend a lifetime at make-believe, strutting, posing, al- 
ways pretending to be some one else just to make others 
smile at you and clap their hands. There was something 
childish and effeminate about it, I thought. I wanted to 
do hard things, something primitive and close to the 
earth, something real and solid. 
That ‘single word “actor,” spoken with contempt, had 
been like a lash across my face. I seemed to see myself, 
S a all clothes, paint and gestures. It set me to 

a9 rooding; it made me bitter. I began to wonder if there 
omething in me exploded at her words and weren’t some way to leave the movies and go after hard 
1 cried, in a rage, ‘Even though I am an work. And then came the moment when my eyes opened 
actor, ‘you shall be mine”’ and I really saw Barbara, the woman, not the actress. 
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cA s Barbara 


came into my 

garden | trembled. 

Then I knew that 

this beautiful wo- 

man was my fate 
or my doom 


We were in the moonlight, in a garden. She kept looking 
at me from her end of the bench, slowly drawing closer, say- 
ing, “If only I weren't married, if only I weren’t married.” 

All this she did, and then raised her head, her face full to 
the moon. It was as she raised her head that something 
happened to me. Her chin was tilted up, her lips set in a 
crooked line of pain, and tears were coursing from her half- 
shut eyes 

At that moment, her beauty was ineffable. Moonlight made 
a halo of her hair and in her face I read a witchery of great 
and mysterious power, woman-power, old as the race. Every 
gesture had grace in it and allurement. She seemed made 
for love 

Her spel! was on me; I picked up her hand and kissed it. 

A moment later she was saying casually, “You did better 
this time.” 


" HANK you,” I said. It seemed to me that a great 

silence had come upon me, the silence before the storm. 
It was as if I were stunned into being aware of her and the 
fact that she had invaded my very soul, usurped my will, 
and possessed me utterly. It was not a happy feeling then. 
In fact, it even set me sneering at myself. Like all the rest, 
I had fallen. I, who had thought that I was woman-proof, 
had gone down at an easy stroke. 1, the blasé, was as vulner- 
able as an inexperienced boy. Another bit of pride flung into 
the waste-basket! And how this woman would gloat over me 
as one who had denied that she had power, who remained 
aloof and enraged her with his coolness but finally became 
her abject slave! 

Balancing all that, there was simply the feeling that Fate 
is stronger than any man and that the power.that had over- 
thrown me was in my own heart. Love had struck me down. 

Barbara discerned the change in me, but I was actor enough 
to hide its real meaning from her for a time. But there came 
the moment when even this was impossible. It was during 
one of the tense scenes of the film which we were shooting 
in the mountainous regions of Montana. 

According to the scenario I have set out in a snow-storm, 
trying to conquer my love for a married woman, trying to 
crush the turbulence and ecstasy in my heart. But uncon- 
sciously I set out along the road which leads to her house. 

As I go doggedly forward I see a woman blowing towards 
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She comes up, scarcely able to walk 
“Why did you do this?” I cry out. 


me out of the storm 


“Suduenly I leaped up, put on my 
But oh, I can't walk.” 

I look at her feet. No rubbers, no boots! Little black 
slippers. What madness! What a terrible love she has fo: 
me! I see her eyes pleading with me for compassion, to: 
forgiveness and tenderness. I pick her up; her snowy fu 
is against my face; I stagger back to my house and carry her in 

The fire is roaring in the hearth. I set her down on the 
couch before it, kneel and take off her slippers. She toasts her 
wet feet. I sit at a distance from her on the couch 


“i had to,’ she says. 
coat and hat, and came. 


HE firelight is in her eyes and-as I look at the disheveled 

hair, the half-shut eyes, all the loveliness that is Barbara 
Gray, I cease to act. I am dizzy with love. Kneeling on 
the couch she leans towards me and speaks with husky 
sweetness. 

“Roy, darling. We are alone.” 

Alone! I do not hear the noise of the camera nor realize 
that we are in a set in an improvised studio. My moment 
has come. I gather her slowly to me; our lips, still cold with 
the snow and wind, meet. Her acting is such that her love 
seems as real as mine. 

And then I heard the director say, “Gosh, that’s wonder 
ful! Say, Roy, you’re twice the actor today that you were 
yesterday. And as for you, Barbara—whew!” 

The words meant nothing to me. I was still drunk with 
the wonder of having Barbara in my arms, of kissing this 
woman adored by the world, this beautiful, strange, unknown 
glamourous creature. And a hope was in me that she. too 
was awakening to love. She had responded to my caress 
But then I realized what a wonderful actress she was. A! 
Joe Ganz’s words she turned and walked off the set 

I followed her, puzzled 

“Barbara!” 

She wheeled on me in hot anger. 
that scene; you took it from me.” 

Love? It was merely professional jealousy that had spurred 
her on. I laughed bitterly. 

“Nonsense. I’m simply so much in love with you, Barbara. 
that I really kissed you.” 

She stared at me with those fascinating green eyes that 
could be so tender and so cruel. Then she laughed scornfully 

“You in love? You, every woman’s darling? Don’t insult 
me! You're acting at this moment.” 

Words failed me. How could I prove I wasn’t acting? 


“You ran away with 


HE continued, “Understand this. If I ever do marry. 

it will be a man, not an actor. I don’t want any pampered. 
spoiled child of twenty-five asking me to please excuse his 
temperament.” 

I laughed. “Can’t an actor be a man?” | asked. 

“Not your sort,” she said. “And after this be careful how 
you act. I shan’t be eclipsed.” 

“But I'll make you love me,” | said. 

I saw her famous shrug then, and I can still hear her cold 
and cruel laughter as she walked away. There was a bit of a 
devil in Barbara, and it awoke a devil in me, but to no avail. 
She refused to see me except when we were acting together 

And then began for me the worst torment of my life, for 
time and again I held Barbara in my arms; we kissed each 
other; she clung to me as I carried her off on horseback; she 
whispered tenderly to me, and each time it seemed to me as 
if there were a special harmony between us, as if she really 
meant it all, as if she had ceased acting and begun to love 

Yet I realized that any other capable actor could have 
taken my place and Barbara would have acted exactly as 
she did. The tantalization was beyond belief: to have her. 
to hold her, to kiss her, to feel her willowy body warm in 
my arms, and yet know it was all a play, a mockery! Seeing 
her daily fanned the fires of my love, so that I felt I must 
make her care or perish, but I gained nothing save her con- 
tempt and displeasure. 

Joe Ganz, however, was elated at the way the picture was 
shaping. 

“You two ought always to act together,” he said to us 
“You do something to each other that makes you both better 
actors than either of you have been before this picture. 
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q picked Barbara out of 
the snow, carried her 
into the house and put her 
down on the couch. She 
put her feet under her and 
nising on her knees leaned 
toward me, whispering, 
““Roy, darling, “Roy” 


Barbara shrugged her shoulders in her characteristic way. 

‘Cat and dog stuff!” she said. “He makes me so angry 
that T get emotional. That’s about all.” 

It got so 1 couldn't sleep at night. I could only wander 
about like a lost soul. I had acted parts of men who were 
devastated by love, who knew a kind of madness over a 
woman. who committed suicide, became ill or insane, but I 
had never quite believed that such love existed. The experience 
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was therefore all the more terrific for me to bear. 

There came a moment when I knew I would spoil 
the picture if I didn’t get some sleep soon. It had 
become almost impossible to see Barbara! I felt 
that I should faint as I acted. I held myself in 
contempt, for Barbara saw me only as an actor and 
I ‘shared her feeling that it wasn’t, for me, a man- 
size job. 

But the picture could not be spoiled! It was a 
masterpiece, the best thing Barbara had ever accomplished. 
There was only one way of getting peace—drink. So I drank! 

Luckily the picture showed the gradual dissolution of the 
hero, who is ruined by his guilty love-affair. It was therefore 
in order for me to seem a little tipsy, a bit disheveled, a 
little out of control. But one afternoon I came to the studio 
intoxicated. Barbara was beside herself. 

“Drunk!” she said. “We can’t act today.” 

“I love you,” I mumbled. 

She turned very pale. 

“Love!” she said contemptuously. “You call that love!” 

I went home and drank some more. The picture must be 
finished, but as for myself, 1 was [Continued on page 115] 
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Have 


OES marriage mean that a woman must be cut off from 

association with all men but her husband? Does it 

mean she must spend all her time in her home and 
give no thought to anything that does not concern her husband 
and the welfare of her family? 

The liberty a married woman is entitled to has always been 
a question. Gossip and the condemnation of society have 
been the specters that haunted the footsteps’ of the married 
woman who had men friends. In the days of the Puritans, 
the married woman who dared be seen with a man other 
than her husband. was punished by being put in the stocks or 
taken to the public whipping-post. 

Today no such tangible punishment confronts the woman. 
Her punishment is meted out to her in a different form. She 
still must brave the scathing, malicious tongue of gossip, the 
jealousy, only too often. of her husband, the criticism of her 


eMr. Norris, with his 
wife Kathleen Dorris, 
form one of the happiest 
and most famous literary 
and marital partnerships 
in the world 


hould 


riends? 


family, and she must combat at every turn the reputation 
many would fasten upon her of being “light.” 

The married woman who seeks male companionship mus! 
know how and where to select her friends, for many men will 
want to meet her, laboring under the erroneous impression 
that. because she is seen in the company of other men, she 1s 
‘easy. She must have courage, be indifferent to gossip, have 
poise, dignity and a level head and have her emotions always 
under control if she wants to have men friends 


UT. if all this is true, is it wise or right for a married wo- 
man to have men friends? I think a married woman has 
every right in the world to have men friends so long as her 
friendships do not interfere with her duties as a wife. Be- 
cause a married weman enjoys the society of other men doe- 
not mean that she loves her husband | Continued on page 101) 
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what next was going to happen to us over there in the 
war. Sergeant Jimmy Malone, Shorty Samson, and I, 
Sliding Smith, were always getting into hot water. Our big 
trouble was that we were always chasing adventure and romance. 
We knew from experience that there was plenty of both to be 
found in France it we only went after it and we never let any- 
thing stop us but orders to go into action at the front. 

There was the time in gay Paree when we'd all have been 
jailed for not paying 
our café bill. Of 
course, there was a 
beautiful mam’selle 
in the case then. The 
Sergeant saw her 
promenading up the 
Boulevard, and 
dragged us into a swell 
café after her and we 


ne like us three ‘“‘Must-Get-Theirs” never knew 


didn’t have a_ sou. 
Sarge Jimmy came 
through with his 
great ham -and - egg 
idea, saved our skins, 
and won the bon 


mam’selle to boot! 

I could mention 
other experiences to 
prove we were pretty 
used to fighting our 
way out of bad jams 
but we never came 
nearer to a_ court 
martial and a firing 
squad than the night 
we broke into a billet 
where we had about 
as much business as 
the devil’s got in 
church. I was the 
first one to find out 
we were in the wrong 
place. Believe me, if 


I hadn’t felt that my 
big romance, win or lose, was on the way, I’d have warned the 


gang to get out before the trouble started. But, it was too 
late then. I was like the Sergeant following his mam’selle 
in gay Paree. I'd have stuck in that billet if Pershing were 
coming to have me shot at sunrise! 

It all happened this way. Our division was ordered up to 
the Soissons’ sector in the spring of 1917. The big Moguls 
running the war expected a German drive through the Chemin 
des Dames country. As usual, we Must-Get-Theirs were 
hunting for all the comforts of home and some adventure. 


So, belonging to the special detail 
of our field artillery battery, we 

kept a day ahead of the outfit. 
You see, they never kept close tabs on the special detail 
during a long hike. For five days nothing exciting happened. 


There wasn’t even a bon café in that dead country. 

Late in the afternoon of the sixth day we were only ten 
kilometers from a village called Chassemy where we were to 
billet before going into the lines. 
It was a rotten war. 


The Sarge, Shorty, and I 


were ready to give up. No fun. No 
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q shot my light at the door of the nearest room. 
Suddenly a girl, all dressed up, rushed out 
and threw her arms around me. I was so sur- 
prised I dropped my flash-light but not before | 
saw she was the most beautiful thing in the world 


excitement. No trouble. Nothing like we expected it to be. 

Suddenly we almost rode our horses smack into a big staff 
automobile. Captain Andrews, aide to General Ford, our 
brigade commander, was in the car and he halted us. The 
Sergeant was one of the best liars, next to me and Shorty, 
in the war. Knowing that Ford was as hard as nails, and 
would ruin us if his aide told him we were absent without 
leave, Malone said we were the regimental billeting detail. It 
was a pretty good alibi. The Captain accepted it, but we had 
a hunch he wasn’t so sure from the way he looked at us. 
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About a half hour 
later we turned a curve 
in the road and passed 
the whole village of 
Chassemy: pigs, dogs, 
chickens every- 
thing but the houses, 
moving over the road. 
A Frenchman said they 

/ had been warned the 
German drive had 
broken through several 
kilometers away and 
that the uhlans were 
raiding villages behind 
the broken lines. The 
uhlans were German 
devils to the Frenchies. 

We held a council 
of war which lasted 
until we reached a 
high hill that looked 
down on the deserted 
village of Chassemy. 1 
saw a great gray place 
in the valley about 
three kilometers from 
the village. 

“Some joint!” I said. 
I had forgotten the 
Germans then. 

“Tt’s a chateau,” 
Malone answered. The 
Sergeant knew a little 
about everything. He 

was a newspaper cartoonist back home. I was a private 

chauffeur. Shorty was only a factory worker but he was a 

real buddy through thick and thin, and that counted in a war. 
“A ‘chato’ is one of them ‘dook’ places ain’t it? I mean a 
swell dump like the millionaires have back home?” Shorty 
asked. 
“You said it, Shorty, and ever since I got in France I’ve 
had a yen to break loose in a chateau. Sometimes I feel like 

I belong in one. I think some of my grandparents must’ve 

owned one—” 

“Bah! Swell chanst. There never was no ‘dooks’ in your 
family,” said Shorty. 

We had a lot of fun kidding him. He always fell for 
everything like a ton of bricks. “Well, just to make you 
out a liar, I’m going to tell you something I’ve been holding 
out as.a big surprise,’*I said winking at the Sarge. “I’ve got 

an invitation to that chateau down there and there’s a 

beautiful countess in it just dying to meet me and fall in 
love with me. What have you got to say to that, Shorty?” 
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(-rashing a Chateau 
Seemed a Great Stunt 
Until We Gaced 
Court eMartial 


“You make my _ horse 

laugh. A swell dame like a 
“countess wouldn’t see you 
for dust,”’ Shorty said. 

I was a fellow who was 
always thinking crazy, im- 
possible things. I had often 
day-dreamed about meeting 
a swell countess, or some- 
thing, and making love to her. 

It was almost dark when 
we neared the chateau. There 
wasn’t a light in the place 
and its towers loomed up like 
great, mysterious shadows. 
We clattered through the 
open gate, yelling like In- 
dians. When we stopped in 
front of the chateau, the 
Sergeant played a flash-light 
over the rambling building. 

“Good night! This dump 
looks like a _ penitentiary. 
Now I know why Sliding 
figures his grandparents lived 
in a ‘chato’,” Shorty said. 

The Sergeant laughed. 
‘Well, it’s a cinch, Smith 
won’t find any countess here. 
Everybody’s vamoosed.” 

“Gee! Ain't it tough he 
can’t play ‘dook’ now,” 
Shorty said. 

“T bet. the cellar’s flowing 
with champagne,” I said. 

Everything was _ locked 
tighter than a drum but we 
broke in a back window after 
a lot of noise... 

“If there’s anybody in this 
dump, they'll think the Boches 
are here. You guys busted 
enough glass and wood to be 
volunteer firemen,” the Ser- 
geant said as he sprayed the 
room with his light. 

It was a_ kitchen and 
looked as neat as if a New 
England housewife had just 
left it to answer the phone. sg 
There was a lot of stuff on Sing eee 4 

“The real ‘dooks’ and ‘dook- 
esses’ must’ve beat it with- as "re under arrest,” exploded the General at Shorty 
out thee super, Shesty out of that rig at once.”” and the Captain were 


piped as he looked at the : i 
tee sue aah he so wild they acted as though they were going to pop 


things in the pans. “But 
I’m dry, not empty. Where’s 
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“horty looked blindly at them. “‘@ut out the bunk,” he said. 
but at that the General made a noise that sounded like a 
rifle crack. Shorty jumped and turned white as a sheet 


‘But ‘What “Dough-boy 


Would Not Gight 


A Whole for a 


Lady in ‘Distress? 


all the champagne anyway? 

We poked our lights into 
some of the doors The first 
opened into a long hall. 1 
squirted a flood of flash-light 
down the hall. It led to a 
swell big dining room. The 
next door was to a closet full 
of maids’ black dresses, and 
those funny kinds of white 
bonnets that French peasant 
women wear. Shorty founc 
the door that led to the cellar 

We romped down the steps 
three at a time and cheered 
as if we'd just won the war by 
ourselves. Shorty dropped his 
flash-light and broke it when 
he saw that the walls were 
hidden by thousands of bottles. 

“My eye! This ‘dook’ 
must’ve been in the barroom 
business,”’ blurted Shorty as he 
grabbed a couple of bottles ot 
“Champagne Cordette, 1908. 

We were bubbling over with 
champagne in twenty minutes 
and I felt higher than a kite 
but I was getting hungry. So 
was the Sarge. 

Here we were loose in a 
grand chateau with plenty to 
eat and drink. All we needed 
to live the life of a real duke 
was to have somebody waiting 
on us. 

“Let’s match to see who’s 
kitchen police, chief cook and 
bottle washer of this outfit. 
The odd man does the dirty 
work tonight. The other two 
match for the job tomorrow. 
Come on,” I said as I pulled 
out a franc and nudged the 
Sergeant 

He got me the first time | 
pointed at my head. Shorty 
was slated to be the goat as 
usual and he didn’t suspect 
we were putting one over on 
him when we both threw 
heads. 

“Get going, us lords want 
our rations ‘toot sweet’,” or- 
dered the Sergeant 

Shorty cussed his luck and 
we all took an armful of 
champagne, wine, and cognac 
[Continued on page 125} 
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“* UST what is it that makes a woman beautiful?” 

inquired a friend of mine in all seriousness. 

He might as well have propounded that 

ancient twister, “How old is Ann?” and I told 
him so. 

“But, you are supposed to be an expert judge 
of feminine beauty,” he said. ‘Surely you have 
some definite standards by which you pick and 
choose!” 

He was sure I could enlighten him if I would, 
although I went to great lengths to convince him 
that, should I be so ill-advised as to follow a set 
formula, based on my own partialities, I might fill 
my pictures with women who seemed beautiful to 
me but not to everyone else. 

The question, “What constitutes feminine beauty?” 
has a thousand answers, not one of them definite. 
Had my friend asked me what prevents most women 
from being beautiful that would have been entirely 
different. 

In an entire audience at my Broadway beauty 
show you won’t find a single individual who thinks 
every girl in the show is beautiful. Nor will you 
find any one girl whom every person in the audience 
thinks is beautiful. 

Three men paused within my hearing in a theater 
lobby one evening. One said, “Wasn’t that a 
beautiful girl in the dancing trio?” The other 
joined in his enthusiasm. : 

“Positively wonderful,” said one of them. “Such 
a figure! Such a face! A rhapsody in pink!” 

“Pink?” said the first speaker. “I didn’t mean 
that girl. I meant the one in blue. A stunner! 
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What do you say, Bill? Wasn’t she the loveliest thing you ever laid eyes on?” 

Bill laughed. “Oh, not so bad, either of them. But I liked the little 
queen in yellow.” 

And that’s how every audience is divided, whether in the theater or out 
in the world. 

Aside from the question of personal taste there is no such thing as an 
absolutely beautiful woman. The beautiful woman is beautiful only by 
comparison. She benefits by the fact that the world is filled with homely 
women, definitely homely women about whose homeliness there is never 
any matter of disagreement. 

Nature gets all the blame, but almost without exception, the woman who 
is unattractive has only herself to blame. She fails in her quest for good 
looks because she tries to make herself look like somebody else or else tries 
to appear beautiful to everyone. Usually she employs methods that do 
more harm than good. 


EW women seem to realize that feminine beauty is an ensemble effect 
due, not to one outstanding attraction, but to several minor ones. One 
woman may be pathetically homely in spite of glorious eyes .and hair, 
another may seem beautiful although her mouth and nose are homely. 
There are perhaps a score of points from which the beauty ensemble 
must be created. The woman who possesses half of these is average 
looking; the one who scores below is homely in proportion to the number 
of points she lacks; the woman who scores more than half is beautiful in 
increasing ratio. But it is not a fixed condition. 
The average woman can move in either direction, becoming less beautiful 
through laziness or ignorance, or more nearly beautiful by using intelligence. 
All that I explained to my inquiring friend by way of vindication. “And 
mark you,” I said in conclusion, “any moderately homely woman can make 
herself more attractive if, instead of worrying about her defects she con- 
centrates on her attractive features, emphasing them so that the short- 
comings are overshadowed. 
My friend was aroused. “If what you say is [Continued on page 84] 
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With “Drawings from Life 
By CHICKERING 


S SOON as Monny was old enough to go to high school 

and start smoking, she decided that all she wanted was 

a kick out of life. She was fifteen at the time with the 

itchy curiosity of her age and rather proud of herself for having 

arrived at a tenable philosophy of life so early. That is, if fif- 
teen can be called carly, she would add weightily. 

She was fond of expounding her views until one evening she 
came to supper fairly bubbling over and had a hard time con- 
vincing her mother she didn’t mean what she said when she 
airily declared, “Oh, all I ask is a kick out of life, a real thrill.” 
Her mother knew, of course, Monny never even dreamed of 
things like that, but she did want to know what monster had 
been filling her innocent little daughter’s mind with such stuff. 

Since then three years of sensation 
seeking had brought Monny to the age 
when, some say, girls used to leave off 
playing with dolls. There was little left 
of the silly, curious, ignorant schoolgirl 
Monny. Oh, she was still a nice girl. 
The entire membership of several fra- 
ternities had voted her a peach of a kid 
and her parents had comfortably pro- 
gressed through being worried about her 
to being proud of her because she took 
care of herself so well. But gone were 
the peach-bloom cheeks, however par- 
odied they had been by powder, and in 
their place had come the vivid mask of 
the “girl who goes.” Her brown eyes 
were hectic with a meaningless glitter, 
always weary but ever relentlessly rest- 
less. Lord only knows how she ever got 
her lessons! 

The limpid drug-store gin she and her 
weak-faced child escorts drank when, 
they could get .it, imparted a kick as syn- 
thetic as the stuff itself even if it was 
diluted precisely one half with water— 
“for the high school trade,” as one grin- 


ning druggist phrased it. 
Monny realized on headachy bleared G 
mornings, that this wasn’t really the kick race, seated on the davenport, was 
she wanted in life, not the genuine one. another @Wonny, older, less painted, 
Neither were the boys, obvious little pups, so pathetically more rested looking. ‘“Te)hat’s the matter, 
credulous as to believe themselves cynics. race?” @Monny asked. “This is the 
There was a powerful and insidious fascination in the squawk- ber hoe pa ne eauel dem aaa 
ing of the smart jazz orchestras she danced to and adored, some- d = ye F ildca 
thing more nearly real than either boys or bottles but— nat ~*~") - prize ey t of = 
gang.” “I’ve cut all that out,”” Grace said 


_ Tonight’s party gave every indication of achieving that en- 
viable state of intensity its participants would refer to later as 
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Know Ghis Girl. Ghere Js One in Every Prowd. Js She Dangerous ? 
Or Goolish? Or Just Looking for a “Kick” from Life? 
Gind the cAnswer in Ghis New Story of Voung ‘Pleasure Seekers 


tossed her head defiantly — 


and turned to the boy at her side. 

Grace’s hurt eyes followed 

swaying shoulders as she and the boy 
went out in quest of adventure 


“hot.” The big auto careened along the quiet residence street, 
its open windows belching a raw din of hoots, yowls, ukulele 
noise and wild young iaughter. Boyish figures wrestling over a 
tlask rose in the front seat, swayed, and toppled over out of 
sight on the back-seat floor. 

“Whee!” shrieked Monny. ‘Maybe this ain’t a party! Lock 
‘em up, ossifer, drunk again!” She laughed hilariously at noth- 
ing in particular and kept assuring herself that she sure was 
having a swell time. 

“I ain’t got no girl,” remarked a body on the floor. “Gimme 
a girl or I'm goin’ home.” 

“Yeah, let’s get Buster a girl!” cried Monny. “Hey Chuck,” 
she leaned forward and shouted into the driver’s ear, ‘turn over 
to Clarendon and we'll get Grace. She’s a good one on a party.” 


Who Wrote Ghat “Remarkable Story 
(?RUCIBLE of {YOUTH 


Chuck, a glassy-eyed fat boy, nodded 
and a moment later swung into a quick 
stream of North Shore traffic with a 
negligent abandon that sent a Yellow 
Cab squealing to the far curb. When he 
skidded to a halt before Grace’s house. 
Monny scrambled out, patted her dress 
into shape and scampered up the steps. 

The screen door was open and she saw 
Grace seated within on a davenport, sew- 
ing. Grace was another Monny, older 
perhaps, less painted, and much more 
rested looking. “Oh, hello, kid,’ she 
cried affectionately and sprang up to 
kiss the younger girl. 

“Come on!” ordered Monny. “Get 
your hat and let’s go. The gang’s out- 
side waiting for you.” 

With a smile-sigh Grace sank back 
into the davenport. “Oh, no. I’m too 
tired tonight.” 

“Say, one snort out of Bernie’s flask 
and you'll forget you ever were tired! 
It’s going to be a reg-u-lar party, like 
some of these last summer.” Monny 
snapped her fingers, winked knowingly 
and pattered out an improvised dance 
step before the other girl. 

“Yes, I know,” replied Grace. “You'll 
wind up somewhere—” 

“Well then, come on. Don’t hold up the party.” 

“No, dear, nothing doing. I’ve cut all that out.” 

Monny frowned curiously, posed a moment, slim hands on 
saucy hips, then dropped into a chair and leaned earnestly for- 
ward. “What’s the matter, Grace?” she asked. “This is the 
third time you’ve turned down hot parties and you used to be 
the prize wildcat of our gang.” 

Grace shrugged and looked away 
caught her hand. The girls’ eyes met. 

“But Grace,” protested Monny, “I’m in love, too, in love with 
Bernie and you don’t see me taking the veil.” 

“Bernie!” scoffed the older girl. ‘That little snipe! Why 
Monny, you know you couldn’t possibly be the least bit in love 
with a boy like him!” 

“Bernie is not a little snipe! He’s cute as the dickens except 
when he’s ossified and he’s the most collegiate boy at school 
He takes the best care of me on parties.” 

“He couldn’t love you after a few parties. Ralph says a 
boy can never feel the same toward a girl after he’s seen 
her drunk. Of course most boys sav it doesn’t matter but 


Monny reached over, 
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it does even if they tell you that it doesn’t,” answered Grace. 

Monny tossed her tousled head of short, russet hair im- 
patiently. “Ralph, eh? So that’s his name! Making eighteen 
a week, I'll bet, but he’s going to get a raise very soon 
because he’s so conscientious and two can live as cheaply— 
Oh, this is rich!” 

‘Ralph makes lots more than eighteen a week,” retorted 
Grace. “I love that boy, Monny, and if you say ‘and how’, 
I'll scream.” 


5 HEE! Atta cave girl! Stick up for your man! Does 
he take you on the nicest bus rides and blow you to 
ice cream? There are all kinds of goofs but worst of all is 
the fellow who necks his girl on a bus top! Why, if a boy 
even suggested that to me I'd—” 

‘Ralph and I don’t go in for that. And if I owned five 
limousines I'd ride a bus top instead to go through Lincoln 
Park on a sunny spring morning. Why so sarcastic, 
Monny dear? A person would think—,” a daintily fem- 
inine barb twinkled home—, “that you envied me!”’ 

Monny’s too-bright eyes tightened. She sniffed. “Envy! 
Nobody’ll ever catch me pulling the eight o'clock sleepy- 
time gal stuff like this.” 

“Well, maybe not. You're the girl who says all she 
wants is a kick out of life. I hope you're finding that 
kick, Monny, but if you're not, how much longer are 
you going to keep up the pace pretending you're hunting 
for it?” 

“All my life, kid. all my life!” flared 
Monny. “I’m having oodles of fun 
and now that I’ve learned my oats, it’s 
not hurting me a bit.” 

As if flicked by a lash Grace snapped 
bolt upright on the davenport. Her 
eyes blazed like those of one who hears 
monstrous blasphemies pronounced. 

Instantly Monny saw that her care- 
less boast had far overshot its mark 
and touched a vital spot. Grace began 
to speak and the intensity of her voice 
frightened the younger girl. 

“YOsny, every time you go on 4a 

party like this one tonight it 
kills just a little more of something 
precious that lives down deep inside a 
girl, until pretty soon it’s all gone and 
you can never find true happiness, or 
know what real love is. You simply 
haven’t got anything left to take hold 
of the best things with. I know what 
I'm talking about, Monny. I’ve been 
through it in the last three months. 
Maybe, if you quit this hot-party stuff 
in time, there'll be just a tiny speck 
left, a speck you'll have to pray to 
make grow back and let you be the 
girl you were before. And maybe,” 
her voice quavered, grew husky, “may- 
be, if you’ve gone so far you think you 
never can come back and yet you do } 
come back, you'll be finer than you 
were before.” She stopped, her cheeks 
flushed as if with fever. 

There was silence in the long, dim 
living room, a silence that held a hint 
of tears. 

Abruptly, hideously, came the squawl 
of an auto horn from the street in front. 

Monny winced but her composure, 
that shining metallic shell she presented to the world, was 
rapidly returning. She did not look at Grace. 

Uncertain footsteps crossed the porch. The door opened 
and a boy entered the room. He was perhaps seventeen 
years old, but he posed as much older. His loose-fitting suit 
was an extremely light gray, almost white, and was harassed 
by vivid herring-bone stripes. Except for the immature un- 
certainty of his brow and jaw he had the face of a chorus 
boy. a show face that had been made for feminine approval. 
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“Come on!” he yelped and beckoned jauntily to the giris 

Monny arose, her face a tinted battle ground whereon 
struggled a tearful suppressed fear, quickened upon seeing 
Bernie. She had a desire to make an indignant defensive 
denial of all that Grace had said. She stood in the middle 
of the floor, her eyes darting from Bernie to Grace and back 
again. She strangled an impulse, tossed her head with the 
devil-may-care gesture that was characteristic of her and 
squandered a smile on the waiting boy. 

The eyes she turned to Grace were masked. “Too bad 
you've got religion,” she drawled in the sneering-sweet tone 
of warring womankind. “Say your ‘ittle prayers before you 
go to beddie. but you needn't bother to mention me in ‘em 


Grace’s eyes—hurt, incredulous—followed Monny's swaying 
shoulders out the door. 

Once more in the careening machine, plumped down as a 
matter of course on Bernie's lap, Monny forced a brazen wild- 
ness in a desperate attempt to smother a gnawing worry. Her 
shouts of abandonment rang false; the worry gnawed harder. 

“Gimme that flask!” she cried fiercely. 

As she drank, Grace’s frightful words jabbed her de- 
liberately, one by one, like the blows of a cruel and skillful 
pugilist. “Every time you go on a party like this it kills just 
a little more of something precious .. ~ What if it were 
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Biris true? What if she should lose her chance for real happiness? 
freon She giggled maudlinly and wrestled with Bernie. She was 
Te horrified to hear the things she was saying to him. That 
gin— 
iddle The auto lurched up and stopped on a small steep rise. 
back The boy at the wheel nodded; his head rolled round and 
| the round as though his neck were a limp cord. His eyes were 
and shut and Monny could see that his tongue was hanging out. 


eyes. 


bandaged 


“Open a window, quick, somebody.’ 
Everybody watch Chuck. He’s gonna park his 


“Aaaaah!” he moaned. 


“Whee! 
lunch.” 


“Hey, where the deuce are we, anyway? Aijin’t that a 


ng railroad track right out there?” 

“Naw, we're in the ditch.” 
a 
d- m E ARE not in the ditch!” A childish voice rose in 
er piping terror. “Look, there’s a train comin’!” 
er. “Gwan. That train’s a mile down the track.” 

“Blow a horn and make the ole train get offa track. Who's 
e- runnin’ this railroad, anyway?” 
ul “Hey, Chuck, wake up! Hey, kids, Chuck's passed out!” 
st Monny dove for the door but as she grasped the handle a 
re frantic hand clutched her shoulder and jerked her roughly 
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cA: last the bandages 


were gone and 
after many days in dark- 
ness, could see again. What 
she saw first was a square- 
shouldered young man with 
corn-colored hair and blue 
“What a shame to 
have kept eyes like yours 


interne told her softly 


to one side. She whirled like a lioness fighting for her life 

A great light burst out and gave her a split-second photo- 
graphic view of Bernie, his lips drawn up like those of a 
desperate mouse. “Let me out!” he squealed and clawed 
blindly at her arm. 

Monny took half a second to impale with her eyes this 
gibbering little fool who a moment before had been her 
swaggering Lothario. 

With a contemptuous gesture she threw open the door and 
drew back to make way for him. ' 

“All right then, get out, you cowardly little—’ 
Moy knew she was in a hospital before she opened 

her eyes. That made her afraid to try to open them 
And when she finally summoned enough courage to raise her 
lids, she couldn’t! 

Her hand traced the linty outline of her bandage-swathed 
face. She moaned. 

“Does it hurt?” Out of the awful darkness darted a warmly 
sympathetic voice, a tender, understanding voice made capable 
and solid by the huskiness of masculinity. It was like a ray 
of sun in a death dungeon. 

Instinctively the girl’s fingers fluttered out toward that 
voice. She met a hand that matched the voice, a hand that 
could belong to no one but the possessor of such a voice 

It was a large, warm hand, a kind 
hand with strong, wise fingers. It 
covered Monny’s frightened little white 
hand with a reassuring and protective 
pressure. 

“Who are you?” she said. 

“I’m only an interne,” said the voice 
“Your nurse will be back in a minute © 
and give me the dickens for holding your 
hand.” 

The bandages tickled Monny’s upper 
lip as she smiled. Then tragedy crashed 
back with redoubled force. “The kids?” 
she whispered. 

“The little fellow in the light suit was 
killed. The rest aren’t so bad off.” 

Brisk footsteps of a nurse sounded, a 
door opened, and the reassuring pressure 
of the hand that belonged so well to the 
voice was gone. 

In the days that followed, Monny. 
child of sunshine, lived in a suft, black 
world wherein there were but two di 
mensions—sound and touch. She worked 
out a drowsy little philosophy of her 
own, lying there in the comfortable un- 
changing darkness. 

People were hands and voices. Most 
times the voice matched the hands. Ili 
it didn’t, she mistrusted the person. The 
other interne, for example. His voice 
was oilily sweet but his fingers were cold, 
sharp, cruel, the fingers of a vivisec- 
tionist. 

Monny’s mother and father came and 
went, vague worried presences. One day. 
when there was no one else in the room, 
her father sat by her bed and fondled 
her hand. He choked queerly, then be- 
gan to talk to her brokenly. 

“Little daughter, I feel like this is my fault for not taking 
better care of you. If I’d been the right kind of a dad you 
wouldn’t have been in that machine.” A big warm drop 
splashed on Monny’s wrist but she couldn’t see, so it might 
not have been a tear. She stroked the heavy, machine- 
cunning hand, tested the edge of the nails, explored th° 
palm. How terribly calloused that hand was! She stumbled 
on to the craters of the scars left by splattering molten steel 
at the shop. They made her own hand hurt just to feel them. 

And before she knew what she was doing, Monny was 
realizing for the first time in eighteen thoughtless years that 
those blunt man hands had labored for her, those brutal scars 
stood for pretty dresses, unstudied schoolbooks, rouge, powder. 
lip-stick, sheer silk stockings and other things girls must have. 


so long,” the 


bad : 
tone 
you 
em We, “Sa, Reo 
4 
& 43 : 
. 
ALY. ee. 
i 
) 
XUM 


She sniffled under her bandages. “Poor, poor Daddy,” she 
whispered and squeezed his hand. 

Then a half-dozen very large warm drops splashed down and 
she knew her father was crying, because she could hear the 
sound in his throat. 

But the hands that she loved best were the kind hands of 
the interne who had been there to comfort her upon her light- 
less awakening. She learned to look forward to the touch of 
those strong, warm fingers on her cheeks. 

Once, when the capable voice had gotten rid of the nurse, 
Monny had a delicious fifteen minutes in which she learned 
‘much about the voice and the hands. 


HEY belonged to Howard Dehaviland. No, he wasn’t 
French. Did she really think it was a pretty name? But 
why must it be perfectly darling to be an interne? Of course 
her real name wasn’t Monny; it was—what? Oh, Mona. 
That was a pretty name, too. Only a high school girl? Well! 
She drew her fingers lightly across the back of his hand. 


“Tip the patient’s head back very carefully.” 
Monny sighed delightedly as she snuggled the back of her 
neck into a warm palm that might have returned just the 
slightest covert pressure. What, oh what, was Howard going 
to look like? 
There was a dramatic moment as the gauze hesitated on 
her eyebrows, a breath-catching instant as her lids fluttered 


medical voice. 


open. Drip, drip, drip!. Her eyes were brimming full of the 
irrigating solution. 


LOWLY they cleared. Through a whirling film objects be- 
came increasingly visible, as when a swimmer rises to the 
surface of clear water. She dimly -made out the blur of a 
head bending over her. She batted her eyelids impatiently and 
tried to focus them on the face, whose features were becoming 
more and more distinct. Now she saw crinkly corn-colored 
hair, a broad, tanned forehead. Drip, drip, dmp. Again her 
eyes were brimming full of the irrigating solution. 
“Darn!” declared Monny earnestly. 
And her mother and her 


“You've got light hair, haven't you, 
Howard?” she asked. 

“Why—yes. But how on earth did 
you know?” 

“The hair on the back of your hand 
felt golden,” she stated without realiz- 
ing what she said. 

She heard his delighted chuckles 
and felt him raise her hand—possibly 
to brush a kiss across her finger tips. 

And then, of course, the nurse en- 
tered. Howard sprang up, ever so 
grave and professional, and remarked 
that the patient’s pulse was a little 
fast today. Which was the truth, for 
the next five minutes. 

It was a breathless game, thereafter, 
for Howard to contrive for and steal 
precious moments to be at Monny’s 
bedside. Two squeezes meant that 
there was another person in the room 
and Howard was supposed to be tak- 
ing her pulse but three squeezes meant 
that they were alone. Monny’s fingers 
learned the firm sweep of his jaw and 
the crinkliness of his hair. 

During the timeless intervals when 
she was alone, Monny began to think 
at last. Strength flowed back into the 
supple little body beneath the severe 
hospital coverlet; jangled nerves re- 
laxed and rest helped to build up what 
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father drew their breaths in be- 
tween their lower teeth sym- 
pathetically and told each other 
they bet it hurt. 

At last her eyes were patted 
dry and vision, the treasure 
of all treasures, was hers again. 
Her parents clasped their hands 
and fluttered; some of her high 
school friends crowed happily; 
even the hard-boiled nurses 
smiled, but Monny saw only a 
square-shouldered young man in 
an interne’s jacket. He had 
crinkly corn-colored hair, a 
broad, tanned forehead, and blue 
eyes that called joyously to 
hers though the determined lips 
below remained impassive. 

“You look just like your 
hands feel,? she informed him 
the instant she had the oppor- 
tunity. 

“What a shame to keep eyes 
like those bandaged up for so 
long!” he replied. 

He was at her home the night 
he said he would be. 

Between dates, which weren't 
especially often because Howard 
was an interne, Monny discov- 
ered what a surprising amount 


strenuous party-ing had torn down. 
Catlike, she stretched and yawned 
luxuriously. She surprised Howard 


of pleasure there was in stay- 
ing home and doing useful 


with, “Whee! I'd like to go some- 
where and dance about nine million 
miles!” 
“Don’t wish too hard,” he said, “you're going to be out 
pretty soon, you know, and I—”’ 
“Are you trying to make a date with one of your patients?” 
she demanded. 
“I'm sorry,” he said, “please forgive me.” He arose. 
“Come back here!’”’ she commanded as she fished out blindly 
for his coat sleeve and caught it. 


ORE and more she found herself dreaming about How- 
ard. What did he look like? She wondered. She 
grew conscious of a queer tumultuous feeling deep down 
inside her. 
It was as if a tiny speck of a forgotten something had 
come back to life and was pushing its way to the light. 


She discovered that it was sweet to be alive in spite of the 


pall of blackness over her and the healthy restlessness she 
was developing. She took to humming jazzy tunes as she 
lay in bed and begged for her ukulele the morning they told 
her the bandages were coming off. 

With a robe about her shoulders she perched excitedly on 
the side of the bed. She groped for a familiar hand. 

“Take care of the irrigation, Dehaviland,” ordered an elderly 
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things while thinking about 
somebody you'd like to be with 
but won’t see until the following evening. She surprised her 
father with a dress of her own creation; she did other things 
in the kitchen besides make fudge. 

She insisted to Howard that it was perfectly noble for a 
young man to sacrifice so much for his profession. She 
realized that it took money to start a practice. He was 
spending entirely too much on her as it was. Besides, taxis 
bounced much higher than busses and it was such fun to look 
down on people from ’way up on a bus top. The ponderous 
swaying made you feel like you were riding on an elephant’s 
back. in a what, howdah? Well, anyway, he knew what she 
meant. 

She pointed out to Howard that if they sat in the back 
seat no one could sit behind them to make wise cracks when 
he put his arm around her. It was hard to find a vacant seat 
on warm nights but this was one time they'd had good luck, 
wasn’t it? 

Down Lake Shore Drive to Michigan Boulevard they rode, 
past where the Drake Hotel stares scornfully at its tumultuous 
hoodlum neighbor, the Oak Street Beach. 

“But why do you love me?” asked Monny. She snuggled 
deeper in the curve of Howard’s arm. 

He spoke in the guarded monotone | Continued on page 97] 
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Victorial Press Photo 


1 Witness Anew the eMiracle of Love 


and Learn that all horus Girls 
Are Not Gold—Diggers 


omance 


the 


watched them with a great deal of interest on a transatlantic liner 
q recently and they offered a pleasant relief from the tedious monotony 
of rolling seas. 

She was a musical revue dancer—one of those elfin figures in scanty 
costumes who floats out before her audiences with the lightness of a puff- 
ball. She was blonde, trim and quite enchanting to look upon. 

He was a rich, idle young sprig who followed her about with the 
faithfulness of a poodle. He flashed magnificent cigarette cases, meticu- 
lously polished nails, bright scarves and sleekly oiled hair. 

When he was not bucking himself up with brandy and scattering money 
ridiculously among stewards he was fawning upon her. She was not at all 
impervious to his advances or his generosity, for after all ladies must live. 

They walked the promenade deck together and sought out those cool 
romantic spots on top deck so beautifully bathed in moonshine. He was, 
in the Broadway patois, “‘ga-ga”’ about this dazzling young charmer. 

Now there was aboard ship a clean-cut young fellow who also admired 
the lady very much. In a moment of confidence he confessed as much to 
me. He had none of the worldliness of his spectacular rival. 

He knew very little about women for his life had been centered in getting 
away from a grocery wagon-driving job in a small town and working his 
way through college. Afterward he had come to New York and secured an 
obscure clerkship in a brokerage house—living in dim boarding-houses 
three flights up and all the way back. 

Yet in three years, here he was going abroad (Continued on page 89] 
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country boy, who sees 

life in the big city with 
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With “Drawings 
from Life 
SBy GEARLEY 
ENNIS STIVERS 


cAt Sperry College You Will Meet 


The girls of “20” Trumbull House and their chums. Their 
summer vacations, according to the stories they exchanged, 
had been one round of gay parties and new beaux. To the 
Suite 20 trio and their friends a college term was not much 
different in that respect from a vacation. There was: 


STARR MOWBRAY, a young lady of affairs, flirting her 
way through college and through life. 


VERITY CLARKE, a freshman with dramatic aspirations, 
who covered herself with glory when she stole a man from 
Nixie, the Trumbull House vamp, then left him flat. To Verity 


that was nothing, for she knew that Fate would throw across 
her path again the hero of a thrilling Pullman-car adventure. 
Beside that mysterious stranger, the “man in lower 7,” even 
the fascinating boatman Verity met while barnstorming with 
the Dramatic Club, lacked interest. 


SARA LA LOND, who won all the scholastic and athletic 
honors, but made few close friends until she went hitch-hiking 
with Sylvia Hartnett and met Mark Rainger. Was it having 
a beau like other girls that brought her out of her shell? 


SYLVIA HARTNETT, whose fire-and-ice personality most 
men found irresistible, the leading spirit of Trumbull House. 
She did her daring best to break down the barriers 


Re 
| 
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“READ ‘WHAT 

cA “DEAN SAYS 

cABOUT G@LAMING 
(OLLEGE LIFE 


eMr. Fabian, in his story, 
presents a phase of college 
life today that seems to me 
to be drawn from a close 
personal study of the types 
he so fascinatingly offers 
for our observation. It 
would be a mistake to say iy 
that his girls are character- ¢ 
isticof ALL girls incollege. i 
“But you will find his girls a 
in almost any girls’ school 

(Signed) 


Dean of the School of - 
Journalism, University 


nforbidden 


SS that separated teacher and pupil. One night Continue “Adventuring With Ghem 
-. she was rescued by young Professor Gifford 
en after qa road-house raid, but he had made no further move ATTERSON GIFFORD lifted his tired eyes to find Sylvia 
th towards friendliness. Stealing back from the hitch-hike with standing in the oblong of light from his opened door. 
Sara in the wee small hours Sylvia saw a light in a study win- “What are you doing here?” he asked. 
dow. With a thermos bottle full of hot coffee as an “T thought you might like some coffee.” 
ic excuse she went back to the house of He took the utensils from her hand and stood looking at 
ng her as if he wondered why she didn’t go. 
ng PROFESSOR PATTERSON GIFFORD, the campus idol! “You might be a little human,” she said as she looked at him. 
From his manner how could she have been expected to guess “Another night ride?” he asked. 
the number of times since the road-house adventure he had “Not exactly. Did you ever hear of those men again?” 
st watched her from that study window? How could he have “No!” 
3e. guessed, as she passed his window in the early dawn after her “You wanted to slaughter them all, didn’t you? I hated you 
Ts hike, that in a few minutes she would be calling on him? for it at the time, because I was so scared, I suppose. Do you 
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know, you're very easy to hate?” Had she put it, “You're very 
easy to love,” the voice could have been no more caressing. 
“Do you know why I wanted to smash their foul heads in?” 


“Yes. No. Tell me.” 

“You remember, I told you that you’ve always given me an 
impression of physical reticence.” 

She said softly, “Yes, I liked that. I think I am that way.” 

“It was the thought of that reticence being overborne and 
conquered that drove me wild. 

“You called me a brute. It was true enough. Every man 
who is a man can be a brute under provocation.” 

that a warning?” 

He stared across the table at her, half admiring, half amused 
at her effrontery. 

“It is as you take it.” 

As if pursuing some earlier trend of thought she observed: 

“My mother says that what’s wrong with the world is that 
women started in to think for themselves forty years ago and 
their daughters are now doing what the mothers only thought 
about.” 

“IT don’t know how your mother got into this; but what is 
she like?” 

*“Oh, peaceful and set and old but she tries hard to be open- 
minded about me and my escapades. She's a dear, really!” 

“What would she think of this, your being here at this hour?” 

“Nothing. It’s in her — 
scheme of things that 
women should feed men.” 

“Of what in- 
volves; then?” 

Calmly she accepted 
that implication. “She'd 
think it was terrible.” 

“Ts it terrible?” 


Are Ghese 


©Gypical? | 


Sylvia and Sara and Verity— } 
4 your three girl friends—and by now | 


“Are you just a skeptic? Don’t you believe in anything?” 
“Yes. Work. Scholarship. Achievement.” 

“Freedom?” she ventured. 

“For myself. The others can go hang for all I care.” 
Beneath their feet the furnace man banged about. Gifford 
looked out of the window at a paling star. -Sylvia rose. She 
stretched out her hand for the vacuum bottle. 

“You haven’t half drunk the coffee I made you.” 

“So I haven't.” 

Both of them laughed at nothing. Something dissolved in 
that nervous outbreak, his restraint, her reticence. 

“Sylvia,” he said and kissed her. She freed herself from his 
arms composedly enough, but wavered a little as she stepped back 

“Good-by, Giff.” 

“This isn't the end, you know.” 

“How could it be?” 

She darted across the snow, a night elf pursued by the 
couriers of the dawn. 

“Why the feverish energy, Miss Hartnett?” 

Sylvia, surrounded by notes, reference books and reports 
looked up at her classmate with nervous eyes. “Got a ‘written’ 
to turn in.” 

“Who for?” 
“Giff. I'm scared to death about it,” she said. 
“You should disturb yourself! He'll hand you A on any 


old canned goods.” 


a “Think so?” Sylvia was 
\ flattered. “But I gotta fur- 
: " nish something. It was due 

College Girls Sy 
| “They've got the spring- 
clothes show down at the 
Inn. Let’s beat the bunch 

i to it.” 

“What about this tripe?” 


“JT don’t know.” = k a ‘ell 
Did she know? What FP ¢ you Know them welt. | “Leave it till evening 
was the basis of that ed TT cAre they TYPICAL of cAmerican ; Wet towel, hot coffee. 


superb calm, that un- college girls? 
afraid acceptance? In- 
nocence? Inexperience? 
He needed an answer to 
those questions. But she 
had a few questions of 
her own to propound. 

“Have you been working all night?” 

“Pretty much.” 

“Are you a bad sleeper?” 

“At times.” 

“Then do you come here and work?” 

“Sometimes. At others I work in 
the tower room of our house, .where 
there is a stove.” 

“I thought so. I can see the light 


bidden Fruit’’? 
Gor the best 


to the question: 


ten best. 


What do you girls Now in college 
think of these students in “‘Unfor- 


written by a college girl, in answer 


cAre Ghese College Girls Gypical? 


Smart Set will give a prize of $15; 
for the second best, $10; for the third 
best, $5; and $1 for each of the next 
@Ghe editors will act as 

judges. (ontest closes May 31,1928. 


You'll have it all finished 
before midnight.” 

Ever willing to be led 
away from work, Sylvia 
yielded. After inspection of 
the new styles the pair went 
for toasted sandwiches and 
coffee and, with a bottle of 
| the stimulant in hand for 
|| the night-watch, strolled re- 
| luctantly home. 
| 


200 word letter, 


Then Sylvia decided that she was 
not quite keyed up to work; maybe a 
bath would help. After the bath she 
recalled an important letter that was 
unanswered and before she finished 


from the corner room of Twenty. I 
had a feeling that it was yours.” 

His hard smile changed without 
mollifying his expression which was still brutal. 

“T’ve flunked more than one of your little com- 
panions by that light.” 

“Whom are you flunking now?” 

“Was Gwendolen Peters on that road-house 
spree of yours?” 

“Then perhaps I'm flunking her.” 

“How beastly of you!” she flashed. “I 
wouldn't have thought you'd use private information that way.” 

Imperturbable, he answered, “I would and I shall.” After 
a moment he added, “You may as well understand that I 
don’t recognize the hair-splitting and infantile ethics that reduce 
life to the status of a playground for mechanicalized sports. 
If I had conducted that little affair in the wood-lot according 
to the principles of the Marquis of Queensbury, you might 
not be so well off as you are now.” Then he stated disagree- 
ably, “I make my own rules.” 

“Why be grouchy about it?” she retorted. “The world is run 
by rule.” 


“Not as much as it used to be. Most of the old rules were 


bonds, forged to keep the human spirit in subjection. The acid 
of thought has eaten them through and released the spirit.” 


that, Ida McKay knocked at the door 
of Twenty. Even Ida was welcome 
as an excuse for postponing the evil 
hour and to her surprise and gratification, was bidden in for a 
talk. Ida’s snappiest news was that Nixie was out for the eve- 
ning. As tidings, this was neither surprising nor new, but it 
served to while away the time until nearly midnight, when Ida 
departed. Then, with the coffee at her elbow and Starr spread- 
ing a film of cheese over a pile of crackers, the sufferer settled 
down to the ordeal. 

One o'clock sounded on the deep bell; then two. Sylvia 
lifted a weary head. Why had she postponed the stunt so 
long? She began to pity herself. Alone and wakeful in a world 
of night. No one else awake at that hour, except, of course, 
Nixie. Not even Sara La Lond, who had abandoned her 
nocturnal pacings since the famous hitch-hike. 

Sara had seemed like a different person since that day. Could 
it have been Mark Rainger’s influence? Had she seen him 
since? A curious personality, not charming, exactly, but in 
some way pervasive. Hard to forget. 

And Sara, how vivid she had looked that day! Her small, 
brown face with big brown eyes that drowsed and dreamed and 
became abruptly, vividly awake, alive, questing, when some 
speech of Rainger’s struck fire and mirth from them. And the 
low laughter of the two in the fire-flecked dimness of that outer 
room at the. “Chateau Rainger”’ while Sylvia had slept. 
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Suvi’ report called down Gifford’s wrath on her head. Te spoke of 
“personal considerations being overestimated.” @he girl sat there looking like 
an icicle. In the intermission for questions she got up and walked out 
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At four-twenty the pallid remains of Sylvia 
Hartnett set the alarm for seven and staggered 
to bed. The remainder could be finished in the 
morning. 

The jangling whir of the clock awoke Starr, 
_ too. “Didn’t you finish?” she asked. 

“No,” said Sylvia. “Get up and go over it 
for mistakes, won’t you?” 

“Awright. Call me in haff ‘nour,’ mumbled 
the obliging but sleepy chum. 

Verity joined them at seven-thirty offering to 
touch up indecipherable words, or even to type 
it if there was time and meanwhile she pro- 
duced rolls and coffee, as breakfast was out of 
the question for the laggard. Over the finished 
“written” the two delivered consolatory assur- 
ances. 

“Of course I don’t know the subject, but it 
looks swell to me,” Starr said. 

“D’you think it’s long enough to make a 
good showing?” came the anxious query. 

“It isn’t so very long.” Verity was pain- 
fully conscientious at times. “But some facul- 
ties like ’em short.” 

“It’s certainly neat for a first draft,’ contri- 
buted Starr. 

“And you've got a spiffy bibliography.” 

“But I don’t know as I quite ‘get’ this part. 
What does it mean?” Starr held the page up 
to the light, as if the explanation might be con- 
cealed. 

Sylvia read it over feverishly. “Why, can’t 
you see? Here! Don’t be dumb. It means 
that—oh, gosh, it doesn’t mean a darn thing!” 
she broke out. 

Starr had a helpful idea. “Take Giff’s lec- 
ture and recast a couple of paragraphs from it. 
You can cut Chapel and class and catch him 
when he comes out, with a hand-made ex- 
cuse.”” 

It seemed the only resource. 

Emerging from his recitation room after a 
class at which Miss Hartnett had not been 
present, Professor Patterson Gifford was waylaid 
by a wistful and weary maiden who handed 
him a sheaf of neatly clipped sheets with a 
soft-voiced apology for having overslept. The 
“faculty” looked unimpressed. 

“This was due last Friday, I believe.” 

“Yes, but I couldn’t find some of the 
authorities that I specially wanted,” lied Sylvia 
glibly. If only she could catch his eyes with 
hers which were ready to implore—‘Please 
don’t be so ‘facultyish’ with me. Giff!” 

“Humph!” said Professor Patterson Gifford 
but Sylvia was so sure of having seen the 
despotic chin twitch that she reported later to 
Suite Twenty, “I put it over him like a tent.” 

The two juniors had a smoke to celebrate the 
victory, going to the roof for the purpose while 
Verity studied some new business for her part. 
Starr, curious, ventured a tentative violation of 
one of the H. B. V. fundamental tenets, “No 
questions asked.” 

“Syl, are you really playing Giff?” she said. 

“T expect you might call it that if you like.” 

“Are you really crazy about him?” 

“I dunno. I might be,” was the answer. 

“Lay off him, girl! Lay off him. It’s no 
goad.” 

“Not sore, are you?” 

“Don’t be an idiot.” 

“Well, I’ve had my shot at you. That’s all.” 


GIFFORD lifted his ured eyes to the dim- 
bright face of Sylvia, bright with adven- 
ture, dim with a soft weariness 
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SYLVIA stood wistfully smiling. ‘Do 
you know you’re very easy to hate?” she 
usked, with a caress in her voice 
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There followed a perceptible pause after that. 

“Let’s go back,” said Sylvia. Both were silent 
during the climb down. 

For once, Suite Twenty went to, bed betimes. 
But Sylvia tossed and burned and finally fell 
into a sleep troubled by uncertain dreams. The 
town crier passed through them proclaiming 
some girl’s secret misdeeds: Starr’s, Verity’s, 
her own—with Giff!—Sara’s, her own again 
and finally brought her forth from sleep with 
his jangling. 

It was the Chapel bell rousing Sperry to an- 
other day of routine. 

Three days later Suite Twenty was thrown 
into a panic. Gwen Peters came flying in from 
Ethics Two and encountered Starr in the hall. 

“Where’s Syl?” 

“Dunno. Wasn’t she in class?” 

“For a while she was. Then she wasn’t and 
I saw her loping across the campus like a bat 
out of a fire.” 

“What happened?” 

“Giff handed her the worst bawling-out of the 
year.” 

Patterson Gifford’s bawlings-out—an inexpres- 
sive term for his quietly corrosive method of 
public castigation—were a tradition and a treat 
—one of the rare features which kept his pupils 
expectant and his classes popular. They were 
bitter, humorous and just and they often em- 
bodied in lively form a thesis upon the relation- 
ship of student and Alma Mater which gave his 
hearers a new point of view. 

Starr made a deduction. “That report, huh?” 

“Tl say it was that report. He read part of it 
to the class. with running comments.” 

Starr whistled, a short, reflective, pitying pipe. 
“What did he say?” 

“The juiciest part was where he said that ex- 
cerpts from his own unworthy works—she must 
have cribbed that lecture, straight, the dumb 
bunny!—suggested an interesting contrast be- 
tween plagiarism and research; then there was 
something about personal consideration being 
overestimated—”’ 

“The skunk! Did he give her name?” 

“Didn’t need to. Syl sat there looking like a 
torchlight parade; then like an icicle. In the in- 
termission for questions she got up and walked 
out.” The reporter stopped. She looked hesi- 
tantly at the other. “Starr.” 

“Well?” 

“There was one queer thing about it. You 
know how Giff usually hands out the whipping- 
post stufi—calm and pleasant—like a man who 
rather enjoys the job?” 

“Ves.” 

“This was different. All the time, he was furi- 
ously angry—terribly angry, you know, not just 
the hanging judge kinda thing—and hurt. Say, 
he isn’t crazy about Syl, is he?” 

“T hope so,” returned Starr viciously. 

All that day the roommates did not see their 
third member. Nor did her classes, nor the 
eating hall. At five minutes before ten, she 
came in. Verity was busy with some chocolate. 
Starr gave quick study to her friend’s face. 

There was a tightness in it that she had seen once 
before, a tightness which, in herself, would have 
dissolved only in a burst of furious tears. Sylvia 
never cried. For that reason Starr was afraid of 
her. She gave commonplace greeting to the Suite 
Twenty trio. “Hullo.” { Continued on page 78] 
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Stay 


SEEM to have been married for some reason, yet I don’t 


] seem to be able to stay that way! What is the explana- 
tion? Why can’t I? Try as I will to solve this problem, 
I have never yet succeeded. 

There is no sneer on my lips, nor any scorn or hatred for 
the institution of marriage in my heart as I write this article. 
Far from it. Rather do I write it in a reflective mood, and 
in the hopes that maybe some of my readers, who are con- 
templating matrimony, or have already 
been married, will find something of 


arried? 


Ghe Grue-Life Story of 
OLGA EVANS 


If I had been a bit older and cleverer, I should have stopped 
to remember that both my parents were strenuously opposed 
to the stage as far as I was concerned. Hence the half- 
truthful answer to my question! But it was long afterwards 
that I found out that not only had Bernhardt believed that 
I had decided possibilities, but she had offered then and there 
to take me back to Paris and train me herself! 

And who can say but what there might be an unlived 

actress in me who has caused me to 
be such a failure as a wife? 


There came a day later on, when 


intrinsic value to them in the perusal 
of my particular experiences. There 
should be some lessons for others, as 
well as for myself, in the fact that twice | 
I have tried matrimony and failed. 
I was brought up in much the same 
way that most nice young girls are. 
My home was a comfortable one; my I. 
parents charming and devoted to each 
other. I might go farther and say that | 
they were, and still are, an ideal couple 
to this day. Yet observe me, their 


the home. 


Gailed Cwice, 


believe in the sanctity of 
I believe mar- 
riage is an excellent institution 


and a workable one if those 


my parents decided to take me to 
Europe with them. It was summer 
when we arrived in England, the land 
of their birth, and after much sight- 
seeing, I was at last free to accept the 
invitation of an aunt of mine in Here- 
fordshire to a house-party. 

It was at this party that I met my 
| first husband, a tall, broad-shouldered, 
red-cheeked Hereford boy, with smiling, 


gray eyes and an attractive manner. 
We had a glorious week together, man- 


daughter! Just past thirty, twice mar- who enter into it can giveita | 
ried, and once more a wandering wife, | fair chance. aging, despite lynx-eyed relatives, to 
with all the ports of the world beckon- : wander away by ourselves on walking 
eMarriage hasnohardand | or cycliig tours. 


ing mockingly. 

Unlike most girls, however, during 
the days of my adolescence, I gave no 
thought to boys or even passing flirta- 
tions. I was bent on a career of some 
sort. I yearned above everything else 
to become an actress. And the happiest 
day of my life was when my father, 
who was well known in_ theatrical 
circles, took me to lunch with him to 
meet Sarah Bernhardt. How well I 


_ fast rules to insure success but 
| the law of give and take must 
be observed or chaos and fail- 
ure will follow. 

I failed twice, but with more | 
faith and knowledge, I might 
make a third marriage succeed 


It was June; the haymaking was on 
and the wildly sweet scent of new- 
mown clover, as well as the fragrance 
of the other flowers growing in such 
riotous profusion on my aunt’s large 
estate, was no doubt responsible for 
our falling violently in love. At any 
rate we were both firmly convinced 
that it was this emotion that bothered 
us so! 


remember that never to be forgotten 
event as I now look back upon it. 

And how well I remember also asking my father timidly, 
when we reached home again, whether the “divine one” had 
seemed to think there was any chance of attaining my heart's 
desire. Never will I forget my despair, when he replied, 
curtly enough, that although Madame Sarah had thought me 
a charming, even a pretty girl, she had smiled away the 
thought of my ambition for the stage! Furthermore it was 


my brother, who had also accompanied us to the luncheon, 
whom she advised my father to launch on a theatrical career, 
for Bernhardt believed he was sure to become a great actor! 
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What a tragic day was the one before 
my departure! How miserable the 
thought of our coming separation made us! Eric, optimistic 
soul that he was, was studying for the ministry! Imagine 
that. He was to be left behind to his dull studies while 1 
was to whirl over to Switzerland. I did not want to do so. 
I wanted to stay where I was, with my nice English boy 
and become part of the peaceful English landscape. 

Of course, after I left we wrote to each other almost every 
day, secretly chafing at our separation and always encouraging 
one another with the thought of our next meeting. Neither 
time nor even any tall, Swiss Alps [Continued on page 118] 


Way 


used to sit and brood over the hopes and dreams that | had left buried in our 
We are failures, “David and 1. ‘We were unable to weather the 
storms on the sea of matrimony. ‘Where was our strength, our faith? 
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(an It Be Crue Chat Girls 
Are Still “Reared 
for the Sole “Purpose 
of “eMarrying eMoney’’? 
“Have Chey No Choice? 
Let this Beautiful Girl Gell You 
Her Own Love Story 


tiently, “what can you possibly 

know about love, you, a seventeen- 
year-old schoolgirl, who has never been 
anywhere without a chaperon?” 

We were walking through the pines in the 
Winter Gardens at Bournemouth in the 
south of England where I was at school. 
My stepfather, Mr. Wardour, had written 
me a strange letter telling me that he was 
coming to take me away from the school 
and give me a chance to show that I was 
grateful for his care. I had always been a 
little afraid of him although he had never 
been actively unkind. 

“Love,” he went on, “is all very well so 
long as one doesn’t throw one’s opportuni- 
ties away for it. Now with you, for in- 
stance, you can’t afford to look on love quite 
as these aristocratic girls you’ve been at 
school with. Why then, you may ask, 
did I send you to a fashionable school where 
you mingled with them? [I'll tell you. I 
wanted you to have the air of being well- 
bred, of knowing how to talk and, above all, 
I wanted you kept away from the young 
men who abound in America.” 

“T don’t see why,” I began. “You say 
we're going back there.” 

“You may as well know my plans,” he 
answered. “You are my stepdaughter; you 
are also my big investment. I intend to marry you to some 
extremely rich man. I don’t want you to have to live in the 
sort of poverty that robbed your mother of her looks and killed 
her in the end.” 

“But I don’t want that sort of marriage,” I cried. 

“Then stop here,” he sneered, “and choose for yourself.” 

“But I haven’t any money,” I told him. 

“Nor have I. You have cost me almost all I have and now 
you want to be a piker.” He shrugged his shoulders. “All 
right. Go your way and I’ll go mine. I offer you comfort, re- 
spect and luxury.” 

“Respect?” I cried. : 

“Money brings it. Nothing else will in this world. Be rea- 
sonable, Leonie. I am doing what most mothers do but I’m not 
being a hypocrite. You've got to marry. All pretty girls do. 
Well, why not go about it carefully? Forget puppy love. It 
never lasts. Marry some man a little older than yourself.” 

I think he saw J hated the idea of what he was saying. “An 
old man?” I exclaimed. 

“No, no. But a man a little older than yourself. All young 
men are selfish. It’s only the man a few years older than his 
wife who is considerate. You happen to be a very lovely girl. 
You can either throw yourself away on some conceited boy of 
vour Own age or you can marry carefully. I don’t see why you 
hesitate. Haven't vou any desire to punish those rich relatives 
of your mother’s who would have let her starve after she ran 


my stepfather cried impa- 


With “Drawings 
from Life 
“By W. cANDERSON 


50 


wre 
| 
\ 
| 


5 he blood must have rushed to my. 
head,” the chauffeur said to me, 
‘because I’m seeing a vision of loveliness 
that can’t possibly exist in this drab world. 
I suppose in a minute you'll vanish and ‘ 
life will never be the same again.” I tried 
not to let him see | was amused. ‘“‘I’m 
afraid I’m trespassing,”’ I said calmly 


away with your father? I thought you had pride.” 

He had touched me on my weakest point, the dis- 
like I had for my Philadelphia relatives. It would be 
wonderful to have them try to make up to me if I 
married well and then have the pleasure of snubbing 
them. How they had made my poor mother suffer! 

“My idea,” my stepfather went on, “is to go out 
to California. I can rent a house in a fashionable 
part where a lot of polo is played and where some 
very fine men live. I’m not selecting anyone for you 
or selling you to the highest bidder. I shall just give 
you your opportunity. I can afford that house for 
about three months. What do you say?” 


LOOKED into his eyes but I did not trust him 

very much. He had the cold face of the gambler. 
His words were so much kinder than his eyes. Yet, 
I reflected, if he left me in Bournemouth there was 
nothing I could do to earn any money. I wasn't 
trained. Miss De Crespigny’s School for the Daugh- 
ters of Gentlemen was only a finishing school. 

I was sick of the discipline in school. I wanted tu 
see the world and get back to my native land. The 
first fear that I should meet only elderly men seemed 
silly. Even on board ship I might find the man made 
for me, I thought. 

He saw I still hesitated. Then he said: 

“T’ll constitute myself your manager and take the 
customary rake-off. Sounds commercial but one 
must live and I’ve put my last dollar in this affair.” 

“But if refused?” 

“T should have been out of luck but I didn’t think 
your mother’s daughter would be a poor enough sport 
for that,” he said to me. 

I put out my hand impulsively. ‘Agreed,’ I 
cried. “But suppose I fail?” 

“Fail?” he said. “Did you ever look in the glass? 
Didn’t you notice that every man we’ve passed looked 
at you so that the woman with him hoped lightning 
would strike you?” He laughed. “No, we shan’t fail 
if you do as I say. I insist on strict obedience.” When he saw 
that I didn’t quite like his tone he explained, “Managers have 
to be obeyed if success is wanted. You're going to make one of 
the biggest matches in America.” 

“You sound as if vou had picked out the man,” I returned. 
He laughed again. “I have, my dear Leonie, and I’ve made a 
careful study of him. I’m a careful investor. I need money 
even more than you do.” 

By the middle of June we were living at a sort of residential, 
mountainside park near Burlingame. As I had taken the name 
of Leonie Wardour when my mother married her second hus- 
band, nobody knew I was the daughter of Lewis Hargrove or 
- related to the prominent Seffendens of Philadelphia and New- 


rt. 

“Let them think you’re my daughter,” Mr. Wardour said. 
“It’s just as well. A stepfather sounds cold and distant.” 

His manner was not quite as nice as it had been. Directly we 
boarded the boat at Southampton I felt I was being spied upon. 
He would not let me dance with any of the ship’s officers or walk 
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around the deck with the 
passengers. Sometimes his 
manner was quite sharp. 
Once he frightened me by 
saying that if I didn’t obey 
him implicitly it would 
be bad for me. I med- 
itated running away some- 
times. After all I was on 
my way to America where 
girls could get work. 

There were two Mex- 
ican servants in our rented 
house, a man who worked 
in the garden and also 
drove the limousine we 
hired, and the cook. My 
stepfather had lived in 
South America and could 
talk to them but I didn’t 
know a word of Spanish. 
They frightened me. I 
knew they had been told 
to keep me in sight. 

One afternoon my step- 
father was in wonderful 
spirits and took me for a 
drive and pointed out a 
big Spanish house on a hill 
with a marvelous garden. 

“That’s owned by a mul- 
timillionaire who has just 
returned from Europe by 
way of the Canal on his 
own three - hundred - foot 
steam yacht,” he said. 
“You've got to have real 
money for that sort of 
thing. My Lord, Leonie, 
what luck to marry a man 
like Earle Binner. A hun- 
dred scheming society 
mothers are trying to 
make him, but he’s too 
shrewd. The richer they 
are, the less they love the 
gold-digging sisterhood.” 

“He doesn’t sound very 
attractive,” I said. 

“Don’t be a fool!” said 
my stepfather. “How can 
a man with his money and 
influence be unattractive 
to people like us who won’t 
have a cent left in a month 
or so? Sometimes I don't 
think you realize quite what you owe me for the chance I’m 
giving you and the sacrifices I’ve already made for your benefit.” 

I looked at the great house on the hill. “Did you’ know about 
that man when you saw me in England?” 

“Did I?” my stepfather said. “Do you suppose I should put 
everything I had on such a hundred-to-one shot as settling here 
with only the vague hope of meeting a man who would be set 
on fire by you or someone just your physical type?” he laughed. 
“Give me credit for some sense. 
cost me real money to learn all about him from a lady who had 
once devoted a good bit of her time to him. I’m lunching there 
tomorrow alone. I'll bet we'll be dining there within thirty-six 
hours.” 

He was rather nervous when he went off next day to lunch. 
He told me to keep indoors out of the sun so I shouldn't tan or 


Of course I knew of him. It- 
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lan (arden looked around the room with a smile on his 
and | was never so astonished in my life as I was to see 
that but for me he would not have forced his 


freckle, because he wanted me to look my best for the dinner 

I didn’t obey him. I was miserable and full of vague fears 
My night had been filled with disturbing dreams and the day 
was just as full of anxiety all centering about the man who 
lived in the house on the hill and what would befall me 


he ipo door to us was the big house of a very rich old lady 
famed for her exclusiveness and her garden. As nobody 
was about I crept up her driveway to see the garden and came 
suddenly on a car under which a mechanic was working. He 
scrambled out as I stopped. His hands were black and although 
his face was streaked with grease, I liked him instantly. He 
had laughing eyes and the whitest teeth. He was young and tall. 

“The blood must have rushed to my head,” he began, “be- 
cause I’m seeing visions of a loveliness that can’t possibly exist 
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face. I had never seen anyone more at ease 


this chauffeur in evening clothes. I knew 


way into this room 


in this drab world. I suppose in another moment you will vanish 
from my sight and life will never be the same for me again.” 

I tried not to Jet him see that I was amused. “I'm afraid I 
was trespassing,’ I said calmly, “but I had heard so much 
about Miss Weldon’s gardens that I was trying to see something 
of them.” 

“You shall see them all,” he said eagerly. ‘Don’t go.” 

“But I don’t know Miss Weldon,” I protested. 

“T do,” he said ard smiled. ‘I am her chauffeur, the best 
she ever had, as she'll admit. She is not at home today so you 
needn’t feel you’re intruding. You can’t possibly miss the gar- 
dens if you have a shred of artistic fiber in your soul.” 

“Aren’t you overenthusiastic?” I said. 

“You should have heard me a minute back,” he laughed, 
“when I was working under that car! I admit being enthusiastic 


now. Also I am filled with wonderment. I thought { knew 
every pretty girl in the state and now you come along and 
make me realize that until a few minutes ago I didn’t know 
what real beauty was.” : 

“I’m afraid Miss Weldon’s choice of a chauffeur would not 
have been mine,” I said with a famous actress’s most killing 


drawl. 
“That was meant to wound me,” he retorted. “It failed. 
I cannot be wounded on the day I have met you. I wonder 


if you have any idea what a marvelous creature you are. 
When I first saw you, I imagined you were a star escaped 
from Hollywood, but you are too lovely even for that. In 
reality you must be the English girl next door. Does your 
father need a chauffeur?” 


= E CERTAINLY wouldn't engage you,” I said. “He 
would think you were impertinent and,” I looked at 
his face, “too dirty.” 

“Couldn't I be your personal chauffeur then?’ 

“I’m even more particular than my stepfather.” 

“The incident is closed,” he asserted, “to be reopened when 
I have washed and brought you testimonials from past em- 
ployers. Meanwhile I am sure Miss Weldon would wish you to 
see her grounds. She thinks they are the finest in California.” 

They were marvelous. I had never seen such colocing. 
Suddenly the unknown man said something under his breath. 
I looked through the pergola and saw a big limousine driven 
by a stout, elderly chauffeur.” 

“Miss Weldon,” he muttered. 

“Then you are not her chauffeur?” I demanded. 

“Not exactly. I’m a consulting chauffeur. When any- 
thing goes wrong they send for me. If she comes out here I 
must introduce you. Your name is engraved on my heart 
but I won’t let her know that. What is it?” 

“It’s quite as unnecessary that you should know my name 
as it is that I should know yours,” I said. 

“You have a hard heart, Lovely Lady,” he said. “I am a 
young man and a worthy man. I merely want to know by 
what name the lady of my dreams is called and you talk to 
me haughtily. It may be that my humble garb disgusts vou. 
Listen. I have a gleaming suit of white flannels in which I 
present a distinguished appearance. Clad in this I shall call 
upon your stepfather. What did you say his name was?” 

“Wardour,” I answered. 

“T shall tell him I met his stepdaughter whose name-—?" 

“Leonie,” I said. 

“How charming and euphonious,” he said and repeated it 
several times. 

“You won't find him at all charming to consulting chauf- 
feurs,”’ I warned him. “He is lunching even now with the 
man who lives there.” As I finished speaking I pointed 
to the big house on the hill. 

‘He isn’t as particular as I should be,” he said and frowned. 

I could not help smiling. My long residence in Europe 
made it seem absurd to think of a chauffeur dining with an 
Earle Binner. 

“That amuses you doesn’t it?” he said. 
seem insuperable to you English aristocrats.” 

“T’m just as American as you are,”’ I said. 
ishing school in England, that’s all.” 

“My name is Alan Carden,” he explained, “and although my 
hands are dirty my heart is clean. Do you know that beast, 
Binner?” 

“I’m probably dining there soon,” I answered. 
him a beast?” 

‘There isn’t another word to use. There’s an element of the 
beast in most men but they try and rise above it. Binner has 

never wanted to be anything but plain, common, brute beast. 
Because he has an enormous fortune made by his father and 
grandfather, he has been able to get away with a lot of very 
raw things. He isn’t popular here. [Continued on page 108| 
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Who Knows the Social Whirl, 
Cakes You on Some Wild “Parties 
cAnd Asks Jf Ghere Is to Be DNo Limit 


E HAVE become hoodlums in our social life. We are 

stepping on the gas so hard that a party characterized 

by propriety of speech, manners and actions, bores 
us. When a party goes more than thirty minutes without 
blowing off the lid of convention, the host—or as often as not 
a guest—pours an extra quart or two of liquor into the next 
batch of drinks. This is “sure-fire” business. 

The extra liquor lends everybody the false courage people 
need to kick over the traces of propriety. Dignity, delicacy, 
restraint, common sense, modesty, and what-not are tossed out 
the window, and the party turns into a social brawl. 

Are these overdoses of cocktails and high-balls entirely to 
blame for our wild parties? 

No. 

Our wild parties are more than the direct effect of in- 
toxicants. Liquor is only the match that sets off our high- 
explosive cravings for wild excitement. The majority of 
people admit they only drink for the effect. Too much 
liquor makes us wild but we want to be wild. 

And the young people I know could be arrested on a charge 
of disorderly conduct for what happens at nine out of ten 
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Becoming 


parties today. No matter how they start out, our parties 
generally end in a maudlin muddle. 

It’s about time we got wise to the fact that our jamborees 
are not getting us anywhere. If we were sensible and honest 
we'd admit that these brawl-ish affairs don't really give us a 
good time. 

But our cravings for wild parties react on us as dope reacts 
on its users. It fills us with a burning restlessness for which 
the only antidote seems to be more excitement. Consequently 
the demand for wild parties grows stronger every day. 

Not long ago a party was a matter of dinner and the 
theater, or a reception and dancing. Today a party is anything 
that happens between the first drink and the last. 


NLY a few years ago we disapproved of girls smoking 
cigarettes, and the telling of a risqué story in a mixed 
party was unpardonable. At present girls smoke their heads 
off, and naughty stories furnish at least one quarter of wha! 
passes for conversation. 
What's the answer? 
wanted to do as we pleased without restraint. 


We changed our minds because we 
We were bored 


HOWARD KELLY 
Y/Y. 


> Ohe craving for thrill, speed, ex- 
citement hit this party and after 
that, of course, the sky was the limit 


ocial 


7" with being ladies and gentlemen. We decided we couldn't 
_— stay refined and still have a good time. 
— I do not believe we intended to take our feet entirely off 
eet the brakes, as we have. But speed calls for more speed. 
si [ Nobody is ever satisfied to go along at the same gait. We 
aa grow a little more daring with each party until we even find 
—— ourselves repudiating our natural refinement. This is the 
chich inside story of how and why our parties have gone wild. 
ent! ARLY in the spring I was at a week-end party where 
1 the the host and hostess, and all the guests were people 
thing of more than superficial culture. , 
It rained cats and dogs Sunday and they started shaking 
cocktails about eleven; they were still shaking them at four 
shina in the afternoon when it cleared off. In the meantime the 
ined crowd had been playing a silly wading game in the rain. 
leeds Everybody was barefooted and barelegged when it was dis- 
athe covered that the oranges and lemons were all used up. 
Everyone insisted on going for new supplies! Shortly, three 
— motor loads of shoeless and hoseless men and women were 
bored leaping and dancing on the main street in front of a fruit 
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oodlums? 


stand in the town near where the party took place. 

Joe, the big fat Italian proprietor, had been drinking some 
of his own home-made wine, and when he sang “O Solo Mio” 
in a roaring baritone he made a hit. Somebody thought it 
would be fun to take him with us. Joe yelled for his son 
to watch the stand and let himself be pulled into one of the 
cars. 

A small crowd had gathered on the street. We threw our 
precious oranges and lemons at them and drove off with .Joe 
laying down another barrage of ‘“O Solo Mio.” 


H’? you been watching this exhibition, what would you 
have called us? A bunch of hoodlums! 

Yet everybody in our party, except Joe, had had the ad- 
vantages of good breeding, education, travel and wealth. 

Perhaps if we considered our wild parties in the cold, sober 
light of the next day as something to be ashamed of, we would 
put on the emergency brakes. But most people look upon 
the wild things they do in the light of achievements. Our 
house-party crowd is still bragging about that barefoot in- 
vasion of the town of N on a |Continued on page 106} 
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CHoward Cells 
Own 
| “Problem Story 


E BIT me. It was at our first meeting, and I did not 
like him. Neither did he like me. But I dissembled, 
because I was young and very much in love. 

“Nice doggie,” I said. I reached out to pat him, with one 
eye on Margie to make sure she saw. “Good old Dusty!” 
Good old Dusty took another snap at me. I smacked him. 

Instantly Margie had him up in her arms. She cuddled him 
against her cheek. “You brute!” she told me and her voice 
was filled with indignation. “You know how sensitive he is 
to abuse. And right after I got him back, too! You're not 
the man I thought you were, Howard; you told me you liked 
dogs!” From the shelter of her arms Dusty drew back his 
lips and told me things about myself in coarse dog language. 

“T do like dogs!” I told Margie. “But not that cannibal! 
Besides, how could I know anything about him? He’s been 
gone, all the time I’ve known you!” 

Somehow the warmest of red lips managed to draw into a 
thin line of disapproval. The wide, soft, hazel eyes were nar- 
owed at me, and the slim shoulders turned. 

“Tt is very fortunate,” Margie said, “that this happened. 
After all, we’ve known each other a very short time, Howard. 
Too short a time, I am coming to believe, for things to get as 
serious as we have let them.” 

“You mean,” I asked, “that you’re breaking our engage- 
ment ?” 

“I could never love anyone who mistreated Dusty,’ Margie 
told me finally. From her arms he leered at me in triumph. 

“Oh, gee, Margie!” I began, “I—” 

“You need not swear,’ Margie said. “You have showed me 
what you truly are, Howard. All because of a hat.” 

“It was my new bowler,” I said. ‘What made him grab 
it and run?” 

“You did, Howard. 
packages for me 
whenever I tell 
him to ‘beat it,’ 
and that’s what 
you said to him. 
He thought you 
meant for him to 
take the hat. 
Anyhow you were 
absolutely nasty 
about my paying 
the poor man a re- 
ward for return- 
ing Dusty.” 

“Poor man!” I 
said. “Don't you 
know he had stol- 
en Dusty, and was 
holding him for 
the reward! He 


him to go home with 


I've taught 
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would have been delighted with five dollars and look how much 
you gave him!” 

“He was sick. You didn’t see him; you don’t know how 
pale and unhealthy he looked. And it was my own money, 
every cent! You had better go home, Howard. The more 
you talk, the more I can see that I could never be happy with 
a man who has a disposition like yours.” 

Being young, I tried to reason with a woman. 

“Margie!” I said. “Can’t you see? You describe the man 
who brought Dusty back as a dope-fiend. How do you know 
that he wasn’t one of those safe blowers they traced in 
this direction? For a girl with as much sense as I—” 


BR cpt disappeared weeks ago, and that bank was robbed 
in the last ten days.” Margie said. “Besides, I know 
that bank robbers wouldn’t steal a dog for a five-dollar reward! 
Yes, Howard, I agree. It does seem to come down to a ques- 
tion of intelligence!” She held out my hat to me. 

I looked at the bowler that had been the pride of my young 
life, my new bowler, with chew marks all over the rim and a 
hole through the crown—and it made me boil over. | 
slammed the remains to the ground. 

“I’m going,” I told Margie, “but you mark my words! A 
vermin like that is sure to come to a bad end!” I indicated 
the triumphant Dusty. “I bet you somep’n happens to him 
and you needn’t expect me to shed any tears over it, either!” 

Margie cuddled Dusty closer to her bosom. 

“Good night,” she told me and went indoors. 

I was so angry that I walked halfway home before I re- 
membered I had left my roadster in front of Margie’s. I 
liked dogs. There wasn’t any pretense in the community of 
taste that Margie and I had found on that subject, among 
many others. But right then I knew nothing on earth would have 
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placed the bundle holding our valuables in “Dusty’s mouth. 

q ‘Beat it,” | said and smacked him smartly. Ghere was a sparkle 

in the pup’s brown eyes as he looked up understandingly at me. 
@hen he was gone like a shot through the open door 
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q looked at my new 
hat with a hole in 
the crown and then 
told eMargie, ‘You 
mark my words. 
“<A vermin like that 
pup is sure to come 


to a bad end”’ 


been as satisfying to me as to see a very gory, canine accident 


Why did something have to happen to disturb the perfect # 


contentment Margie and I had found? I didn't have to 
wonder any longer about this love business; I knew. In every 


way Margie was just right—my girl, even with the hot little ¥ 


temper she showed me on the slightest provocation. She 
looked just as a fellow’s girl ought to look, with her features 
blending somehow into the one whole as they should. Nor was 
I deceived by the memory of the spats we had had before. 1 
knew that this time Margie was really and genuinely stirrec 
up against me, and the apparent slightness of the provocation 
made not the least difference. About dogs in general . Margie 
was wild. More than once she had made me stop the car 
when we were riding so she could see if a dog were in trouble. 
She had had a dog from the first days of her babyhood. Her 
father had a big Airdale for her companion when she was 
born. The first community of tastes we had found after we 
met was in her grief for the absent Dusty. ; 

In other words, it was up to me to eat a lot of humble pie if 
| wanted to be forgiven. 

The trouble was, I didn’t feel at all like eating humble pie, 
and right then I didn’t particularly care whether I was for- 
given or not. 

Long before I was awake next morning our colored house- 
boy was shaking me. 

‘Mist’ Howard!” he said, “somebody wants t’ see you,” and 
then as I started for the door in pajamas, ‘““Nawsuh! Hit’s 
lady!” 

It was Margie, her little face pale with wrath. 

“{ didn’t understand what you meant when you said some- 
thing was going to happen to Dusty,” she told me, “but I do 
now. What have you done with him?” 

\ll I could do was stare. 

What have I what?” I managed to ask her after a time 


“Done with Dusty? What ; 3 
have you? You said something 
would happen when you left last 
night and he’s gone!” Margie’s ‘ 
strained little face looked up at ; 
me and the tears. were close. 

It might have been laughable 
if I had not known how much she cared for her little pup. 

‘Margie, I haven't seen your dog,” I told her. “I came 
straight home and went to bed. I have no idea what has 
happened.” 

“You warned me something was going to happen to Dusty,” 
she said, “and you hardly left before it did. If you didn't 
have anything to do with it, how did it happen?” 

I am not in my best humor early in the morning. I also 
had an unpleasant memory of the evening before. 

“How?” I asked. “Huh! A dog with a disposition like 
that couldn't possibly stay out of trouble for a very long time!” 
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Tears began to well into Margie’s eyes. I 
surrendered when I saw them. 

“I didn’t really mean it, Honey,” I cried. 
“Tl find him for you. Honest, I didn’t even know that he 
was gone.” 

But Margie was not so easily pacified. 

“That’s about the only way that you could prove you didn’t 
have anything to do with it. Find out who got him, and 
how. If you're interested, I'm going down to the police 
station and make a report!” 

I thought of ways and means. The first guess, of course, 
was the dog pound; that produced nothing. The express office 
had not a single outgoing shipment of a dog and inquiries in 
the neighborhood did not disclose any trace of him. All that 
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CI arcic cuddled 


the dog to her, and look- 
ing at me with a cold 
eye said, ‘‘ You better go 
home, Gloward. | 
see I could never be 
happy with a man like 
you.”” Grom her arms 


the pup leered at me 


was left to do was to put an ad in the paper for the silly pup. 
“LOST, Boston bulldog. Reward,” and my telephone num- 
ber, but I did not have much hope. 
However about supper time that night the telephone rang. 
“You lost a dog?” a voice inquired from the other end. 
“Yes! A Boston bull. Have you found one?” 
“How much reward is offered?”’ 
“Liberal, if it’s the right dog.” 
“This is the dog, all right. How much?” 
“Ten dollars be all right?” 
“Ten dollars? No!” 
“How much, then?” 
“Hundred.” 
“A hundred! The dog’s not worth | Continued on page 104] 
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he Last Exciting Episodes 


With “Drawings 
from Life 
“By GARRETT ‘PRICE 


| Glave ‘Previously Gold You Glow— 


OT long ago on the Plantation of Piedrecitas in Central America, I, 
Laurita Vallez, found myself alone in the midst of a revolution. 

The rebels entered our barricade and an officer appeared, stared a 
moment and then deliberately kissed me. I -was furious, but he paid no 
itténtion. He said he was Captain Dan Ryder, an American, and insisted 
that he had fallen in love with me and was going to take me with him. 

Suddenly General Felix Mora, rebel leader, arrived. To save myself 
irom Ryder I promised to marry Mora, but I escaped from both of them. 
[ borrowed a pony and set out through the dense woods for the sea- 
coast where I had friends. 

On the second day I was startled to see Ryder peering at me through 
the bushes. Soldiers were pursuing him. My first impulse was to betray 
him to them. Instead, without knowing why I did it, I rushed out to 
the road and sent them in the opposite direction. 

For saving his life, Ryder insisted upon escorting me to the coast 
We sought shelter in a farmhouse, but were trapped there by treachery 
Suddenly our prison door was opened by Mora. 

‘Arrest this man,” he said when he saw Ryder. 

‘But he saved my life,” I cried. 

‘His sole purpose was to kidnap you,” said Mora. “You are going 
to Espiritu to marry me and the Captain will be tried for desertion.” 


Now I'll Gell You What Glappened Next 


ES, we were staring at each other, Felix Mora and I, while outside 

\ the house of José Mantega, a division of the rebels waited and 

stirred restlessly. In the deep night I could hear my own breath- 
ing and the beating of my heart. 

The words went singing on in my head, the desperate words that had 
taken me by the throat. Captain Ryder was to be tried for desertion, 
and tried immediately! That could mean only one thing! 

I found my voice. It was faint and unreal. 

‘What will you do to him?” I said. 

General Mora made a curt and savage gesture. It was strange, that 
element of ferocity in his dapper little body. 

“A swift judgment, a rope, and a convenient tree!” he said*with a 
kind of cruel pleasure. 

“But you can’t do that!” 

“Why not? Is there anyone who can stop me?” 

“No, it isn’t that. I mean, he wasn’t deserting. He was helping me.” 

Mora gave a short laugh. “It was not so long ago,” he said, “that 
you assured me you hated him. And yet you are now begging for his 
life.” 

Then, desperate, I made no pretense to Felix Mora or to myself. 

“If I said that I hated him, I lied. I love him.” 

Felix Mora turned his back, walked from me and then returned. 

“It would seem to me, Senorita,’ he murmured, “that you and I are 
in a position to do a little bargaining.” 

“About: what ?”’ 

“About a man’s life.” 

“Ah!” T leaned towards him. “I would give anything—my planta- 
tion—all I possess—” 

He made a gesture as if to halt me. “You will permit me,” he said, 
‘to name my own price.” 

“And that is—?”’ 

“That you become my wife!” 

“But,” I stammered, “I have told you that I love him.” 

“It is a handicap I shall have to overcome.” 

“You mean that unless I marry you, you will kill Captain Ryder?” 
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“T mean precisely that. The decision is in your hands.” 

He drew a leather case from his pocket, selected a thin 
cigar and lighted it. Then he leaned back and watched me. 

Oh, there was no doubt that he knew the outcome of my 
meditations! Madre de Dios, what else was there for me 
to do? Captain Ryder’s life was, as Mora had said, in my 
hands. Wildly there came into my brain hopes of moving 
him, of crying out for his mercy. But the words would not 
even come to my lips. A strange fatalism, a kind of lifeless- 
ness born of despair, came over me at last. 


ORA murmured, “I regret I cannot allow you much more 

time for a decision.” JI nodded my head. There was 

no need to say anything. His eyes sparkled and a little sound 
of pleasure and triumph crossed his lips. 

Then he hesitated and frowned as he considered. “There are 
still other conditions to be fulfilled, Senorita,” he said as if 
anxious to glut himself with his victory. 

“What else can you ask?” I cried. “Do you think anything 
else matters after this?” 

“Oh, but this you may not care for,” he said. “It happens 
that I have been wounded by your regard for this American. 
There is only one salve for that wound. Before we leave 
we must announce to the good Captain our intention. 
And you must make him, believe you have betrayed 
him. You may choose your own method. I shall have 
nothing to say as to that. Perhaps if you were to em- 
brace me before his eyes, eh? But that is merely a 
suggestion.” 

I threw him a look of such hate and misery that 
had he been a man, I think he would have taken back 
that final demand. But there was a kind of fiend in Felix Mora. 

I must have been in a trance. I know only that I was following 
him outside, not conscious of whether he had beckoned me or ordered 
me. I saw the dark faces of the troopers, the horses uneasily lifting 
and dropping their heads, groups of officers gathered in knots, whis- 
pering. I had the sense that all things were not well ‘in the forces 
of General Felix Mora! 

We came at last to the guards who surrounded a tree and a man 
who stood beneath it. My eyes fell on Dan Ryder’s lean, tired head, 
and a wave of pity, hopelessness and anguish passed over me. 
I could not speak. I heard Mora’s sharp tones, telling the Captain 
I had agreed to marry him that night at Espiritu. 


APTAIN RYDER stood with his fists clenched, his throat bare. 
He was not looking at Mora but at me. 
“You bought my life,” he said. “You've done this for me. Do 
_ you think I will allow this?” 
} “One moment!” Mora had taken a step forward. “You are mis- 
& taken, Sefor Captain. It is quite true that you are not to die but 
that is because my contempt for you forbids me wasting either good 
rope or powder on you. I grant you your freedom and I do not 
hold this girl. You are hers if she still desires you.” 
His.eyes had turned towards me. They burned with a secret mes- 
sage. I knew the lie in his words and I knew the threat. The words 


But Laurita seemed to tear at my throat. 

feared eMora “It is you I want, General Mora,” 1 answered. 

as much as Captain Ryder passed his hand across his forehead. 

she loved @ap- “Senorita, do you mean this thing? You can’t mean it certainly!” 


How it stabbed me to deny my love, to be a traitor to my heart, 
to wound him who was life to me, to pretend I had betrayed him! 


tain “Ryder 
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[ heard my lips say, “Yes, 
I mean that. It is true.” 

“But you don’t know,” 
Captain Ryder said, “you 
don’t know the truth about 
this man. Even if you don't 
love me, even if you have 
only pretended to like me, 
you must know one thing 
first—” 

“Shall I tell her what 
you are going to say?” 
Mora interrupted. “He is 
about to inform you, Senor- 
ita, that I have a wife in 
the United States but he is 
wrong. I had a wife. I 
have a cable that announces 
her death, if my word is 
insufficient.” 

Then Captain Ryder’s 
arms went down at his side 
and his head sank on his 
chest. For the first time 
the fight went out of him. 
Nor would he meet my 
eyes. I stood swaying, with 
Mora’s soft, cruel laughter 
in my ears. Then his arm 
slipped under mine and he 
guided me away. 

I halted presently. ‘You 
have not yet released him,” 
I said. “I will not move 
until you do that.” 

He shook his head. “You 
gave me your word once 
and broke it. This time I 
take no chances. When the 
priest at Espiritu has married us, I shall send a detail to 
liberate the good Captain. Until then he remains a prisoner 
with a noose at arm’s length. Who knows? You might 
change your mind as you did before!” 

I did not answer him. I did not protest or cry out. My 
spirit seemed lifeless. 

It was like a nightmare in which I heard the commands 
of the officers, saw the men spring upon their horse’, heard 
the sharp, indescribable din of a cavalry brigade on march, 
the squeak of leather and the rattle of carbine, the struggling 
horses, the muttered oaths of the men. The sounds rose to 
my ears like the sounds of a dream. 

Mora had given an order which I did not hear. Then pres- 
ently a man on horseback pushed towards us and it was to 
him he spoke. 

“For the moment, Senorita, I must put the lover aside for 
the soldier. I am entrusting you to a man whom I know 
to be as faithful as I am. He will see that your journey is 
made comfortable.” 


E MADE me an ironic bow and pushed his way ahead to- 

wards his lieutenants. I looked up and saw the eyes of the 
man on horseback. They were piercing and dark. Lank, 
black hair streamed from under his hat and his gaunt cheeks 
and burning eyes gave an impression of someone ridden with 
tever. 

His face was that of a fanatic and I knew that Mora had 
reasons for believing him loyal to a trust. He was to be my 
guide and captor. I got on the horse he led to me without 
thinking. Then I wheeled at his side and the march had begun. 

What dark thoughts struggled in my brain that night of 
forced march under the stars! I do not know how to tell of 
them, so confused and terrible they were. 

To marry Felix Mora, even though I hated him so much, 
was not the thought that tormented me most. It was the 
realization that I had saved Captain Ryder’s life, but had lost 
him forever and ever. 

Never to see him again seemed unbearable. The brigade 
pushed on, sweating and struggling through the road that 
led to Espiritu. To the south lay Piedrecitas and the planta- 


tion, where Colonel Castano and the 
loyalists lay encamped. Behind me 
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under a tree with a ring of waiting 
troopers around him, was the man I 
loved with all my heart. 

We pushed on. The gaunt, black- 
haired rider at my side kept close, 
watched me always and kept pace with 
me. Once or twice he halted. I was 
so weary I could scarcely sit on my 
horse. Espiritu was still thirty miles 
away. 

Often I noticed how a little knot of 
the officers would gather around Mora, 
far ahead, and talk to him. It was 
clear that he was wearing out the energy and patience of his 
men. Finally they must have prevailed on him for there came 
the order to halt and make camp. We would not strive to 
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reach Espiritu that night since we were pitching camp.- 


I saw the hammocks slung between the trees; I heard the 
troopers cursing with relief as they dismounted, tethered their 
horses, lowered their packs and spread their ponchos. 

The man at my side was fastening a hammock between the 
trees. He motioned me towards it. Then for the first time 
during the march he spoke. His grim smile and haggard face 
were like death itself. 

“Sleep well, Seforita! You are too far away to hear the 
shot that will send your lover to hell!” 

I stared at him as if transfixed. I uttered a cry. The 
truth rose before me. Felix Mora had never intended to 
keep his half of the bargain! I had left Captain Ryder behind 
to his death! 

I was like some one possessed. I caught the arms of my 
escort and my fingers gripped them with a strength that was 
unnatural. Oh, the treachery of this horrible Felix Mora! 

“As God lives, is that the truth?” I demanded of him. 

He nodded. With teeth bared in a grin he said: 

“Tt is time that the rich learn the sufferings of the poor 
Betrayal, that is something new for you to experience, eh? 
You who belong to those who betray the people!” 

“Let me go to him,” I begged. ‘Let me ride back—try to 
get there in time—give my life for. his!” 

He shook his head, drew his body away abruptly 
and released himself from my grip. 

“Your eyes are troubled, Senorita. And that is 
sweet to me. You are not the last whose misery 
shall pay me for what I have met with at your hands.” 

“But I have done nothing to you. I 
never saw you before.” 

“You are a plantation owner. That 
is enough.” 

His eyes glared at me so rabidly that 
IT imagined he was some _half-crazed 


he faces of eManuela and old ‘Rinaldo blurred 

¢ : out and through the doorway came (Captain 

‘Ryder. Gis eyes burned down on me, and in that 

look I was caught up and lost, held for a moment, 
for an eternity 


anarchist. Then he said in a lower voice frightful to hear: 

“It was one of your fine plantation owners who stole my 
wife. I had been sent away. When I returned he had 
already cast her off and she had disappeared. I choked his 
life out with my own hands and swore to make all of you 
pay for what I have suffered!” 

In vain I asked for his pity; in vain I tried to make him 
see that I was in no way allied to the man who had ruined 
his wife. But it was plain that in his simplicity he con- 
demned the class for the individual. 

He seemed to find a cruel and terrible joy in:my misery. 
“I am Juan Perez!” he declared proudly. “I shall make that 
a name to be feared. Juan Perez, whose wife was stolen 
from him!” 

My nerves gave a startled leap. Why, Manuela Perez was the 
name of my housekeeper. She had come to me out of nowhere. 
She had been troubled and I had 
helped her. I trusted her instinc- 
tively, and did not ask for the 
story that had given her eyes 
their desperate, unhappy look. 
Manuela Perez must be Juan’s 
stolen wife. 

“T can tell you where to find 
your wife!” I exclaimed. 

He stopped and stared with 
open mouth. “Nombre de Dios! 
You are lying to me to save 
yourself !”” 

“Iam not lying. Listen! She 
came to me more than a year 
ago at-the Plantation of Piedre- 
citas. I helped her, employed 
-her, gave her shelter. A tall 
woman who stands with her 
hands crossed before her.” 

He seemed 
dumbfounded. A 
little smile trem- 
bled along his 
mouth. 

“You took her 
in? You cared 
for her, and helped 
her?” he said. 

swear that. 
She will tell you 
so herself.” 

He had turned 
away was 
coiling and uncoil- 
ing a piece of rope. 
Then all at once 
he lifted his head 
with its hawklike 
eyes and peered 
furtively around 
him. When he 
spoke his voice 
was low and de- 
termined. 
“Senorita, do exactly what I tell 
you. I shall contrive to steal a 
horse for you. Why didn’t you tell 
me all this before? Now follow 
me!” 

He beckoned and turned. I 
scarcely dared believe in my good 
luck. I prayed only that he would 
do as he said. We pushed our way 
to the outskirts of the little army. 
Deftly Juan Perez unfastened a 
horse, lifted me on it and guided me toward the outposts. 

The trees were thicker there and the darkness intense. I 
was grateful to the circumstance that General Mora had 
trusted Juan so completely, he did not look for me until the 
camp had been settled. My heart was racing with fear and 
my nerves were on edge thinking of what lay before me 

In the darkness the sudden [Continued on page 120] 
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heart ached as | sat alone at night waiting to hear Derry 
coming up the stairs. As I sat in loneliness I grew tender 
with love for him. I knew the love that is for the sake of the loved 
one; the love that gives and gives all. The love that is sacrifice 
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prominent banker down in Wall Street. 

“Yes,” he said, “if anything had hap- 
pened, I should have hated the publicity. 
It was just a stroke of luck I got her 
in here without a crowd gathering, If 
you can take care of her, or have her 
taken care of, send me the bill.” 

“She’s starved,” I said. soon 
be all right.” 

He left, relieved. San had returned 
and in a few moments, I was holding 
the girl’s head with my arm and letting 
her sip warm milk. She seized the 
glass in both her hands and drained it. 

“Pardon me,” she said. 

She ate the toast hungrily. 

“San,” I said, “if there’s a chop in 
the house, cook it, and bring anything 
else we may have.” I turned to her, 
“If you feel able, you must change 
your clothes.” 
here are some Her obedience was listless and me- 
ills thatmedicine chanical. I felt how fragile she was as 


told you sometime ago of the man 

who didn’t believe in marriage, and 
whose refusal of the greatest thing in 
his life almost wrecked a woman and 
himself. I said then I had found on 
my index cards a case somewhat paral- 
lel, but concerning a woman, who also 
refused marriage, though her motive 
was exactly opposite. It was because of 
her great love that she hurt the man 
and herself. 

It was, I recall, a rainy night in 
November, and I was seated alone in my 
office, when there came a violent ringing 
and knocking at the hall door. I an- 
swered the door myself. As I opened 
it, a tall man entered bearing a beauti- 
ful young woman in his arms. She was 
unconscious and her head and arms hung 
limp. Her rain-soaked clothes dripped : 
water; her yellow hair was matted 
about her head. 


¥ OU may remember the story I 


San, my Chinese boy, shut the door cannot cure and I helped her from the couch to the ad- 
carefully on an eager-eyed hallboy; at it is of these that joining room. San was already there 
the same time the tall man spoke. I tell vou with my heavy smoking robe and a pair 

“Doctor,” he said as he looked at me , of my slippers. 
helplessly and frightened. “I think she I sat at my desk, smoking until. she 
fainted. I picked her up unconscious in the street close by. reappeared. She held the doorway for support. Her beauty 


“Bring her in,” I said and led him into the office. He !aid was enhanced by the padded brown robe that reached to the 
her down on the couch. I forced her teeth apart and poured floor and out of which emerged only her slender hands and her 
down a swallow of brandy. This brought her to. First she yellow-crowned head. Her large eyes regarded me with a 
gasped, then she lay back limp, staring at us. stricken look; her mouth was set in a line of despair, yet this 

Her black dress was cheap and threadbare; her shoes were did not hide its sweetness as she came slowly into the room. 
old and she wore neither coat nor hat. She had appealing blue 


eyes. a small mouth and a thin but graceful body. ROSE at once and helped her to a chair that stood near. 
I felt her pulse; it was weak but she had no fever. In fact, “Do you feel better?” I asked. 
so far as I could tell, she was not sick. “Yes,” she said. 
Her voice carried a terrible note of despair and anguish. I smiled at her. ‘‘Well, soon you'll be all right,” I went on. 
“I’m not dead,” she said and turned her eyes towards us. “No,” she said, “not soon.” 
I knew then that starvation was the least of the girl’s trouble. 
“TD UT you tried to be,” said the tall man with sudden severe- “You still want to die?” I asked. 
ness. He turned to me. “My car was passing through “JT must die,” she said in a tone that struck finality. 
this street when this young woman suddenly darted before it. “Why?” 
There was no doubt about her intentions. Luckily my chauf- She shook her head. There was a silence difficult to break 
feur was quick and stopped the car just before it reached her. “Do you smoke?” I asked in an effort to start conversation. 
She was unconscious when I picked her up. I saw your sign “Ves,” she answered. 
here, and brought her in. What ails her?” I gave her a cigarette and she puffed at it, her eyes half shut. 
I turned to the young woman and said as I watched her. She was relaxing, I knew. A dreaminess came over her iace 
“You tried to kill yourself?” and suddenly she looked at me with a smile. 
Her voice was very small. “Yes.” The answer was weak. “What is it?” I asked. 
“Are you hungry?” I asked. “You are very kind,” she said. “I wonder why you are so.” 
Her pretty mouth twisted bitterly but she remained silent. Then her smile turned bitter and tears rolled down her 
“San,” I said, “heat some milk and make some toast for her.” cheeks. In a moment more she flung her head on her arm 
I unfolded the couch cover and spread it over her. and sobbed. 
“Just lie quietly,” I said. “As soon as you feel better you “Oh, why didn’t I die?” she cried. “Why must I go on 
must change your clothes.” living? Can't you help me?” 
I beckoned the tall man and we stepped out into the waiting- I drew my chair near and took her hand. She clutched me 


room. He handed me his card. The name was that of a convulsively. I tried to comfort her. [ Continued on page 98} 
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Suppose You eMarried a Lovely q 
of the “Death of Her First C 

In Her Sleep She “Re-enacted 
Had “Been Cried? (ould Vou 5 


"7 ENTLEMEN of the jury, fix your eyes on this 
infamous poisoner, this modern Lucrezia Borgia! 
Forget that she is a beautiful woman, forget that 
she was, if technically virtuous, yet the ardent lover 
of the man whom I know you must have looked at, while 
he was in the witness-box, with aversion and contempt.” 

Maitre Tilleul, the tall old Frenchman who was playing 
the part of public prosecutor in the famous Ferrat murder- 
mystery trial, drew himself up to his full height. Turning 
away from the jury, he pointed an accusing finger at the 
lovely young woman standing in the dock, whose glance 
met his fearlessly, as he went on: 

“Yes, Madeleine Ferrat, I see you bending over that 
mixing bowl in the darkness of the night, when innocent 
housewives are in bed. I see you sprinkling the deadly 
white powder which you believe will open the gate of 
joys that you are unwilling to obtain without benefit of 
clergy. Your husband is not such an attractive man as 
your lover, but you married Ferrat with your eyes open 
and, after all, strange though it may seem to some wives, 
even an unattractive husband has the right to live! If 
the jury does its duty it will return against you a verdict 
of ‘Guilty’.” 

He sat down and a murmur ran through the old-fashioned 
Breton court-house. There were hisses as well as applause 
and nearly every man there felt secretly amazed that the 
great advocate had shown himself unmoved by the exquisite 
and alluring feminine beauty of the prisoner in the dock, 
now on trial for her life. 


[NDEED, there was one stranger present who would like 

to have struck Maitre Tilleul between the eyes. This 
stranger was myself, Sir James Maclisie, a Scotchman. 
With my friend, Lance Darrell, a briefless young English 
barrister, I had been making a motor tour through France. 
It was by the merest accident that we arrived in the old 
town of Pirbec on the very day of the opening of Madeleine 
Ferrat’s trial and it was Darrell who had wished to be 
present at the case. With great difficulty we had obtained 
admission, each paying a privileged seat holder a thousand 
francs. As the trial went on, we each admitted that the 
extraordinary experience would have been worth ten times 


(= put my arms around the money, but as to the guilt or otherwise of the accused. 
eMadeleine and as she i we two strangers differed strongly. I was convinced of 
looked into my face we could 7 Madeleine Ferrat’s innocence, while Lance Darrell was 
see each other’s woe-laden eyes SS. equally certain that she was guilty. 
in the fading light We both felt so strongly on the matter that we had to 
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With Drawings from Life 
“By UERA CLERE 


Woman Who “Had Been cAccused 
Husband? Chen Suppose 

the Grim (rime for Which She 

Still Believe Wholly Innocent? 


agree not to discuss it during our long quiet evenings in 
the house of an old priest who had taken us in as 
paying guests. Every hotel in the little town was 
crammed with Paris journalists and with men and wo- 
men who had journeyed from all over France to be 
present at Madame Ferrat’s trial. Our host, Monsieur 
|'Abbé, was one of the keenest believers in the prisoner’s 
innocence. He had been a friend of her father’s and 
had known her all her life. 

After what seemed a very long wait, though it was 
less than a half hour, there came a stir through the 
court. For the first time in my life of thirty-three 
vears, I felt sick and faint with suspense. The jury- 
men who had already decided on the prisoner’s fate, 
filed into their queer, old-fashioned box and every pair 
of eyes in the crowded hall turned toward the beautiful 
creature in the dock. 


FERRAT was standing upright, her 
p i head thrown back, every fiber of her being keyed 
up to hear the verdict. I, James Maclisie, of all the 
men and women who were looking at her with varying 
degrees of curiosity and, in some cases, with a good 
deal of pity and sympathy, realized that she was like 
a hind at bay and terribly afraid. 

A mean-looking little fellow, who appeared to us 
grotesquely unsuited to so important a position as the 
clerk of the court, mumbled something which he read 
from a paper in his hand. Suddenly it was as if Babel 
had been let loose. Men threw their hats into the air; 
women screamed and waved their handkerchiefs and 
there arose loud cries of, “Bravo! Bravo!” as well as 
a few groans and hisses. 

“Was that the verdict?” I turned to Darrell and as 
he did not answer at once I said, “Tell me, darn you! 
Don’t keep me in suspense.” 

Without looking at me he said drily, ““They’ve let her 
off.” I could scarcely believe what he said. 

“D’you mean she’s acquitted?” i 

“Yes, she’s acquitted! I presume because the French 
have nothing equivalent to your wise Scotch ‘non proven’ 
verdict.” 

I gave a gasp of relief; indeed, I had to grip the arm 
of the uncomfortable wooden seat where I had spent 
so many hours of each day during the last week, for 
there had come a mist before my eyes. Also, for the 
first time in my whole life I felt very faint and sick. 
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‘adeleine was so beautiful 
as she waited the verdict, 
that my love overwhelmed me 


My 
oneymoon 
ey 
| 
Gay) 
|_| 


Meanwhile, Lance Darrell was looking with absorbed in- 
terest at the heroine of the moment. She was surrounded by 
. crowd of sympathizers of both sexes and she was smiling a 
tremulous smile at those who were offering her exultantly 
their heartfelt congratulations. 

All at once the old priest whom we two British onlookers 
knew so well, elbowed his way close to where the acquitted 
prisoner was standing. With a spontaneous, childlike gesture 
she threw her arms round his neck and kissed him on both 
cheeks. At sight of that, applause broke out again in the 
public galleries and no effort was made to check it by the 
officials of the court. 


g S4- get out of this,’ I said. As we elbowed our way 
through the crowd Darrell exclaimed, “Well, we've seen 
a strange sight and we've had our money's worth. I don't 
know how you feel, old chap, but I admit I’ve thoroughly 
enjoyed every moment of it. It was a wonderful trial.” 

“Enjoyed it!’ How could he have enjoyed it? 

To me many of the moments I had spent in this horrible 
stifling court-house had been full of agony, though I was still 
unaware that I had fallen in love with Madeleine Ferrat the 
very first time I had seen her. That was on the second day 
of the trial when I saw her humiliated and agonized on the 
witness-stand by the tall gray-haired public prosecutor. How- 
ever, | am a reserved man, so I said nothing of either my 
past misery or my exultant relief. 

It was with a feeling of pleasure 


door and presently he came into the Presbytere towards us 

“Thank the good God ali has finished well!” he exclaimed 
“We're going to have a marvelous feast here tonight,” he said 
and rubbed his hands. ‘Not only has that poor angelic Mad- 
eleine given up a dinner the Paris Press were going to give her 
this evening in order to be with me, her old friend, but her 
famous advocate, Maitre Boravert, will be here at dinner. We 
must have a feast fit for a king. You must go out this 
moment, Celestine, and see what kind of turkey you can get for 
love and money. Everything must be of the best, even if you 
and I eat potatoes for the next six months.” 

A cross look came over Celestine’s face as she answered 

“Monsieur |’Abbé is master,”’ she muttered, “but it’s strang: 
that he, a holy man, should be so taken by a pretty face! He 
will be thinking of her, no doubt with pleasure, the while we are 
eating potatoes in the coming six months but what am [ to 
think of when I am being starved and all because of this foolish 
feast tonight for an acquitted murderess?” 


o O NOT be anxious, Celestine,’ I exclaimed in very slow 

precise French. “I am going to offer tonight’s feast to 
Madame Ferrat and to those of her good friends who have be- 
lieved in her innocence.” 

I took a bill fold out of my pocket and from it extracted a 
thousand-franc note which I held out to the old woman. “Let 
me know if you want any more than this,” I said, “and remem- 

ber that we shall want plenty of 
good champagne!” 


that both of us began to breathe the 
good clean air outside the court- 
house. Instinctively we turned out 
of the hot sun into a path leading 
under a double row of elm trees, 
dating from the eighteenth century, 
to the Grande Place on which stood 
the Presbytére where we were being 
entertained by the Abbé Mimant. 


“Rose “Bride 
SBy Carolyn “Davies 


She threw up her hands. “A 
thousand francs to spend on a 
dinner? The good God will surely 
punish milord’s extravagance.” 

But Monsieur l’Abbé was very 
much touched. He took hold of 
my hand. “Were it not that I 
know Britishers detest kissing, 
I should embrace you warmly for 


your generosity and delicacy,” he 
cried. “As it is I simply salute 
you!” Taking two steps back- 
wards, he solemnly bowed to the 
ground. “Madeleine, poor vic- 
tim, will be greatly moved by 
your nobility of spirit!” he went 


une is a bush on which grow bright 
Brides, like roses, pure and white. 
Fragrant, fragile, fresh and new, 
Gay with sun and sweet with dew, 
see them blooming there, 


“Do you still think she was 
guilty?” I asked. 

Lance Darrell stole a look at me 
and what he saw written on my face 
evidently made him modify the an- 
swer which had risen to his lips. | 


“I don’t know what to think,” he 
replied, “though I consider the 
whole treatment of a prisoner in 
France unfair, I’ve come reluctantly 
to the conclusion that the French 
legal system does end by getting out 
more of the truth than ours does. 
if that is true, then we must agree 
that the beautiful Madeleine is prob- 
ably innocent of the alleged crime.” 

He added, “In any case I’m glad 
she got off after all that fuss.” 

As he uttered these last words I 


“Rose, my rose? 


I long to pluck a rose to wear. 


u're the loveliest rose | see, 
So I ask you, will you be, 
Upon your slender 
Stem you tremble. 
I will cherish, high, apart, 


cAll the sweetness of your heart. 


on. “How I long to present her 
to you! She has gone to rest, 
poor child, in the house of her 
great-aunt, the Marquise de St. 
Prie, who has been far from kind 
to her, I grieve to say.” 
Celestine laughed. “Madame 
la Marquise did not like the 
thought of a poisoner in her 
grand family. But since her 
grand-niece has been acquitted, 
she smothers her with kindness. 
Oh la! la! Think of that.” 


I'll be tender; 


could see he was pleased to see my 
face light up. Darrell had evidently 
felt hurt at my attitude. His time 
had come. After all, what was this young French woman, 
Madeleine Ferrat, to either of us? Nothing, and less than 
nothing! Yet, because of our difference of opinion about her, 
we had been for some days on the verge of a real quarrel. 

When we arrived, the door of the Presbytére was opened by 
the priest’s old housekeeper, Celestine. 

“Well,” she exclaimed in her funny, familiar way, ‘“every- 
one’s pleased but the dead man! He must be laughing on the 
other side of his face up in heaven or down in hell, according 
to where he happens to be at this moment.” 


“@NOME, come,” said Darrell. ‘You ought to believe poor 

4 Madame Ferrat innocent, Celestine, now that a jury of 
your countrymen has acquitted her.” 

“She did it all right,’ chuckled the old woman. “She mixed 
the pudding! It was her pretty face that got her off. But there, 
I'd like to guillotine that Italian scoundrel who first made love 
to her and then gave her away. Oh, you men, only a fool of a 
woman would trust any one of you!” 

Just then the big shadow of Monsieur |’Abbé fell across the 


68 


On that memorable evening I 

was the first to come down the 

steep staircase of the Presbytére. I had dressed as if for a Paris 

dinner party in honor of the beautiful woman to whom I was 

about to be introduced and, according to Darrell, I was an 

imposing as well as a good-looking man in my white waistcoat 
and white tie. 

Celestine exclaimed with delight when she saw me; then she 
took one of my fingers in her skinny brown hand and led me to 
the dining room. 

I looked at the old priest’s humble board. It was spread with 
a coarse linen cloth and in the center of the table was a large 
bowl of splendid roses, for it was June. The table was laid for 
six and I made a rapid calculation. There would be Lance Dar- 
rell, myself, Monsieur |’ Abbé, Madame Ferrat and her famous 
advocate, Maitre Boravert. Just then Celestine interrupted my 
calculations with the remark, “The only one I want to see 
is Leon Patou. He’s the most famous journalist in the world. 
It’s thanks to him, and all that his paper ferreted out about 
the cruel way that Bluebeard husband of hers knocked her 
about, that our pretty Madeleine has gone scot free.” 

So Patou was to be the sixth at [Continued on page 110] 
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Well I’ve started. 7’ll make Atlantic 


Pa City easily by supper time 


“low to drive—in one lesson.” 
@his ought to be simple 


I've stopped—but 
I didn’t mean to 


Let's see! Ghe book says, thecar 
stalls, proceed as follows:——— 


@Ghe radiator is warmer than the 


one in my apartment =~ 


I got out and )}. 
got under but 
I have no eyes 
in the back of 
my head 


Josephine,— / 
Baker, the -col- 
ored entertainer, 


but please start this ad 
car for me anyhow t 


cAh, now I see! | 
have to lie on my 


back and look up 


= 
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cA “Day in the Life of a Charming eMotorist 


By Genry Gournier, the famous Grench humorous artist 
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KARL: ‘Ghe book says it’s a dumb woman 
who doesn’t say yes or no to a proposal 
GHE “DUMMY: It’s a dumb man who has 
to read a proposal out of a book 


Karl Dane, M-G-M 


His LORDSHIP: 
Well I’m dashed! 
Did you say you 
wouldn't marry me 
for love nor money? 
GOLD-<DIGGER: Just 
a manner of speak- 
ing. I meant | can’t 
marry you for love 


Clara Bow and Wm. Austin 
Paramount 


MAID: 
SYow'll open 
your eyes 
when you see 
me step-out 
Dorothy Mackaill 


and Jack Mulhall 
rirst National 


x William Fox 


She modern flapper, says Sally Phipps, 


is a girl after any man’s heart 


Jack Dutty, Christie Comedies 
OXY GRANDPA: Don’t shoot! I’m gun shy 
SUGAR “DADDy: When I get through with 
you you'll be girl shy 
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JACK: 


If you mean GOLDILOCKS: FYow then confess, Is 


your step-in, she your wife, or am ]? 
Dot, I'll not GHE SAILOR: Ghat all depends on 
be looking what port I’m in 


Billy Dooley, Paramount 


Mary Ashley and Jane Laurel 
Christie Comedies 


eMARY: So your boy friend thought we 
looked enough alike to be twins? 
JANE: Oh, he’s so used to seeing double | 
made him believe he saw two of me 


“DOROTHY SAYS: 
Keeping the boy 
friend on his toes by 
going up in the air 
is a good idea if you 
can swing it 
Dorothy Gulliver 
Universal 


Harry Langdon and Gertrude Astor 
First National 


EARRY: ‘You certainly have a sweet tooth! 
GERTRUDE: “Well—lI do love kisses 
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Oh, hate to get 


. up in the morning 


Will this be as easy when 
I'ma grandmother—if any? 


cAnd I even manage 
to get a kick out of it 


| also find a way to make 
my head save my heels 


“‘DAY~LY 


“DOZEN 


With all these hold-ups 
going on, it’s a good thing 
- to be able to do this 


@his might be good 
training for traffic cops 


But the moment comes when I ask 
myself, “‘Is it worth the effort?” 


“Posed by eMarceline “Day 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 
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NOW THERE’S ROUGE 
OF WHICH ALL SHADES 
MATCH THE SKIN AND 
YOUR COSTUME ALONE 
DICTATES CHOICE! 


NTRIGUING — fas- 

cinating .. . to now 
choose shades of rouge 
to match your costume, 
instead of your skin. 
Never again to be pale 
in red, sallow in blue, 
ghostly in purple. For 
by utterly changing the 
whole theory of rouge 
making, Princess Pat 
“Prineese Pal ‘Nile’ gives you perfect com- 
effect worn with this plexion beauty with any 


jewelled gown,” Srys 
lovely Marion Nizon. color you choose to wear. 


How This Seeming Miracle Is 
After All Very Simple 


In Princess Pat Rouge, the color ingre- 
dients are erclusively the precious tint colors, 
through which light will show. That is to 
say, all shades of Princess Pat are mysteri- 
ously luminous—and transparent. You see 
this same marvelously beautiful effect in the 
lustre of pearls, the living fire of opals. The 
secret is this: Nature never uses dead, 
painty colors; nor does Princess Pat. 

Think! A pearl laid on red silk does not 
change its tone, but it does glow with new, 
deeper beauty. Now do you begin to under- 
stand)? The magic of the pearl, is the magic 
of Princess Pat. The old idea of rouge is 
eractly reversed. Now skin tone means 
nothing. The skin automatically assumes 
the fone of whatever shade you select. Thus 
you choose for beauty alone, for glorious 
harmony with your costume. 


The Most Remarkable Vogue 
Any Rouge Ever Had 


Unknown not so very long ago, one now 
finds Princess Pat Rouge everywhere—and 
finds it leading in popularity. For alone of 
all rouges Princess Pat created a new 
fashion, gave to makeup entirely new 
possibilities. It is the first rouge in hintery 
that has been really different. 


Red.. Orange... Purple. 
and 


“Princess Pat Rouge—how ae how satisfying to my artistic soul is this new, rare 


harmony of cheek and gown! 


tow I see the full meaning of quality, as well as color in 


Rouge.” (Bewitching Marion Nixon, Universal film star of “Jazz Mad” talks to her mirror.) 


Certainly no woman likes the off color 
effects inseparable from using just one rouge 
shade with all her costumes. Rouge that 
goes well with soft pastel shades—medium 
rouge, for instance—cannot give the bril- 
liant complexion note absolutely demanded 
by a costume of strong red. Nor is it think- 
able that the rouge shade so perfect with an 
orange frock can harmonize with royal 
purple. 

And so it goes, through the whole kalei- 
doscopic range of colors. Countless women 
have had the experience of an evening 
spoiled because rouge color and dress color 
simply could not be brought to harmony. 
But they have not usually thought to blame 
rouge—so long has the idea of “‘one shade to 
match the skin” been entrenched. 


Ask—Now—To See the Six 
Princess Pat Rouge Shades 


If you read the “beauty columns” (and 
who does not) you have lately seen much 
about the famous “color palette of six rouge 
shades.”” For your information, these six 
shades are Princess Pat Vivid, Squaw, 
Theatre, English Tint, Medium, and Nite. 
Now remember this: Having in mind the 
color dress you will wear, select rouge to 
match and forget skin tone. 

If you are in the mood to determine to just what 


lengths you can carry this marvelous new beauty of 
variety in makeup, select several Princess Pat rouge 


PRINCESS PAT, 


LTD., 


CHICAGO, U. S. A. 


Princess Pat Lip Rouge a new sensation—nothing less. For it does what no other lin rouge has 
ever done. Princess Pat Lip Rouge colors that inside moist surface of lips as well as outside. 
You'll love this new beauty. Keeps lips soft and free of chap and dryness. Permanent. Dainty 


enameled metal box. 
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shades and experiment. It is no end fascinating. 
Dress colors you thought impossible become stun- 
ning; your “best” colors become entrancingly more 
beautiful. 


And With All This There Is Still 
Another Advantage 


Princess Pat Rouge is made with a base of precious 
almond. Such a base—absolutely exclusive with 
Princess Pat—has just the advantage that almond 
always gives. It is good for your skin. Countless 
women find that minor imperfections of the skin 
vanish when Princess Pat rouge is used. This is 
especially true of blackheads, coarse pores and dry 
or oily conditions of the skin. 

Last, but not least, it is almond that helps make 
Princess Pat Rouge so permanent that it withstands 
even a swim in salt water. 


SPECIAL 


The very popular Princess Pat Week-E-nd Sct is 
offered for alimited time for THIS COU PON and 
25c¢ (coin). Only one to a customer. Set contains 
easily a month’s supply of Almond Base Powder 
and SIX other delightful Princess Pat preparations. 
Packed in a beautifully decorated boudoir box. Please 
act promptly. 


PRINCESS PAT LTD., 
2709 S. Wells St., Dept. No. A-36, Chicago 
Enclosed find 25c for which send me the 
Princess Pat Week End Set. 


City and State... 
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You Gay Pretenders 


HAT’S the veil for, and the blossoms 
And the music that they play? 
It’s a flapper turned a bride now, 
+ In the same old way. 


CRATCH a flapper, find a woman; 
Scratch a woman and one stands 
Near a mother, always yearning 


For the clutch of baby hands. 


H, YOU flappers, you pretenders! 
Hard and wise, 1s what you say. 
But the wisest fall the hardest 
In the same old way. 


* 


To Our Beloved 


You, My Beloved, we’re addressing all of 
you and we’re also mentioning the “perfect 
love story.” Now and then even an editor is 
wise and he’s sometimes lucky. The editor of 
Smart Set was both of these, when he found 
“You, My Beloved,” for his readers. Long be- 
fore that story is finished you’ll write and 
thank him for printing it. Yes, and you'll 
write with tears in your eyes and a fine pain 
of joy in your heart. It’s YOUR story, the 
story of every great love, and you’ll find that 
you, yourself, are the woman who loved and 
suffered and found joy . If you like dogs 
and girls and a thrill of melodrama, you'll 
simply revel in “Love at First Bite.” It will 
hand you many a good laugh . . . One more 
suggestion: Don’t miss ““My Haunted Honey- 
moon.” But then you'll be wise if you don’t 
skip anything in the book. It’s all for you. 


* 


I've given up drinking 
And swearing and lying; 
The girls beat me at ’em, 
So why keep on trying? 
* 


Where the Women Really Rule 


Girls, how’d you like to be in Tibet? There 
the women rule the roost. A woman can have 
three husbands in Tibet; a man, but one wife, 
whom he has to share with two other gents. 
If the wife dies the husband can’t marry again, 
but if the man dies the woman can go on multi- 
plying husbands—and does. Sounds like the 
happy hunting ground for wo- 
men but the men are beginning 
to fight for equal rights so maybe 
you girls better stay in America 
for a while and see how things 
turn out over there. If the men 
get the upper hand— But it’s 
nonsense even to think of such a 
thing. When did men ever get 
the upper hand of women? 

* * 


Ask the Big Boss. He Knows 
“By the way, Aleck,” asks M. L. Matsinger, 
Collingswood, N. J., “have you one of those 
new pocket lighters that lights on the first 
match?” No, M. L., we haven’t. But the Big 
Boss has one that lights every time—sometimes. 


\ 


How Old Does That Make You? 


Listen Aleck (I bet I’m old enough to 
be your father), your page interests me 
more than anything else in a magazine 
in which everything interests me. 
You’re O. K., Aleck.—Josiah Slicer 
Haight, Mamaroneck, N. Y. 


Ought’er Skirts Be Shorter? 

Has the Viscount Lascelles, son-in-law of 
King George of England, turned poet? The 
Viscount said the Bishop of Ely wrote the 


following verses. But the Bishop says he 
didn’t write them and he hints that maybe 
the Viscount wrote them himself. They’re 
good no matter who wrote them. Here they are: 


Half an inch, half an inch, half an inch shorter, 

The skirts are the same for mother and 
daughter. 

When the wind blows each one of them shows 

Half an inch, half an inch more than she oughter. 


Habit 


Little Johnnie married Susie; 
Then they took a ride. 

Susie walked ten miles home— 
Forgot she was a bride! 
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As sten By Smart 


How They Get 
That Way 


For love on the part of a 
woman 
There’s a very easy 
rule: 
It’s the thing that makes 
a woman 
Make a man act like a fool. 
* * * 


College Wit —If Any 


A chicken in the car is worth two walking 
home.—Reserve Red Cat . . . A diamond is 
a woman’s idea of a stepping-stone to success. 
—Arizona Kittykat . . . Hell hath no fury 
like a woman corned.—Spartan Spasms... . 
The’three R’s of matrimony: Romance, Rice, 
Rocks.—Nebraska Awgwan Did you 
ever notice that the hottest girls dress the 
coolest?—Oregon Orange Owl Co-Ed’s 
proverb: Better the lips be calloused than 
the feet—Black and Blue Jay .. . “What’s 
the best thing to give a girl for her birthday?” 
“The air, old fellow, the air.’—Notre Dame 
Juggler . . . Your mirror doesn’t lie to you. 
Why should we?—Iowa Frivol .. . 

* 


Lucre for a Limerick Line 
Prize Contest 


There was a young woman named Sadie 
Whose past was decidedly shady. 
To the right gent at last 
She cried, “Oh, darn, my past 
Now poets get busy. Give us that last line and be 
sure the last word of your line rhymes with shady. For 
the best line Smart Set will pay $5 and $1 for each of the 
next five best. Aleck Smart is judge and contest closes 


May 31, 1928. 
* * * 


Applause and Applesauce 


Roses are red, violets are blue, 
If you don’t read Smart Set, the doctor for 
you. Katherine Sultur, New Britain, S.D.... 
The stories in Smart Ser are fifty per cent 
above the average stories in a twenty-five cent 
magazine. They are not too long drawn out 
and they ring true.—Charles W. Chance, 
Chicago, Ill. . . . 1 get more enjoyment out of 
Tuts Funny Wor tp page than a dollar could 
buy any other way.—£dith Wilson, Houston, 


Texas. 
* 


Limerick Prize Winners 

Being a judge in a limerick contest is harder 
than being a judge in a beauty fight—but it’s 
more fun. You bright folks hand us many a 
good laugh. Too bad we can’t 
pass them all on to you but for 
some reason this page will only 
hold about so much and the Big 
Boss won’t let us run anything 
but limericks. You seemed to 
enjoy the April rhyme and we 
hope you had as much fun making 
up the last line as we had reading 
them. The five-spot, this month, 
goes to Mrs. Ora Stone, Roswell, 
N. Mex., for the line, “As told in the “Town 
Tittle Tattle.’ The five one dollar winners 
were: Gwendoline Reeve, Toronto, Ont., R. W. 
Carr, Parkersburg, W. Va., Mrs. Ruth Cunniff, 
Ensley, Ala., Mrs. Grace E. Willey, West Con- 
cord, N. H., Mrs. Ruth Dodson, Jackson, Miss. 
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lt would you like to be an intimate 
confidante of not only Virginia Valli 
but of 19 other noted beauties of the screen? 
Have her disclose to you the unique methods 
and means by which her startling beauty is 
achieved? Have her reveal to you the profes- 
sional secrets—responsible in large measure 
for her glorious physical attractiveness— 
which you too, in the privacy of your home, 
may employ with startling results? 

Let Miss Valli, for example, give you her 
unique method of relaxing after a strenuous 
day, her secrets of perpetual daintiness. 


VIRGINIA VALLI scintillating Fox star 
whose beauty and piquant charm add 
much to the success of ‘East Side, West 
Side,’ "Ladies Must Dress,” “Paid to 


Love’ and other notable productions. All this fascinating information is included 


in one priceless volume written by the stars, 


April Showers Bath Salts 
— soften and scent the 
water—refreshing, invig- 
orating. 16 oz. —$1.00. 


April Showers Dusting 
Powder — delicious!: 
freshing after the hath. 
In metal box with large, 
convenient oval puff— 
$1.25. 


April Showers Talevm CHERAMY, Ltd., 46St. Alexander St., Montreal 
Powder—soft, smooth, fin 


asa fragrant mist—refresh- 
ing, protecting. In metal 
box—25c. Glass sifter top 
bottle, 50c. 
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Prices quoted apply to U. S. A. only 


Most 


Precious 


eauty Secre 
by ‘Virginia Calli 


free 


for the cost 
of mailing 


beautifully bound and illustrated, which you 
may have for no other cost than that of get- 
ting it to you. 


With this book called ‘‘Precious Beauty 
Secrets’’ which would ordinarily cost $1 
will be included a generous container of 
April Showers Talc—the finest, most glo- 
riously fragrant of all talcs. Like April 
Showers Dusting Powder and April Showers 
Bath Salts, its perfumed loveliness and ex- 
quisite quality have made it the favorite of 
fashionable women everywhere. 


But you must act quickly. Mail the coupon 
today to be sure of your copy of the book. 
Enclose 25c for mailing, etc. and both will 
be sent at once. 


CHERAMY, Inc., Dept. $ D 
539 West 45th Street, New York | 


Gentlemen: Please send me for the cost of mailing, | 
a copy of Precious Beauty Secrets by 20 famous film 
stars, and a generous sized box of Biarritz Face 


Powder. Ienclose 25c tocover postage, packing, etc. 
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roubles 


By MARTHA MADISON 


. OU know, Mrs. Madison,” writes Kk. 
R. of Houston, Texas, “I’m begin- 
ning to think that all this talk about 

young people is a lot of bunk. I have a 
grown son and daughter—as lively as 
crickets—and it’s my opinion that most of 
the rip-roaring hell-raising the kids now- 
adays are blamed for exists in the imagina- 
tions of us older folks. 

“We live in a small city where gossip 
spreads like wildfire. If a girl is seen in a 
car after twelve o'clock at night, she’s set 
down as wild and worthless; if she smokes 
a cigarette, she’s beyond redemption; if 
she should happen to take one cocktail 
too many, she’s a menace to the town; and 
so on. My daughter Nancy has done all 
of these things. How do I know? Ive 
seen her. And yet there isn't a finer and 
purer girl in the whole United States. 

“Reg, my son, is two years older than 
Nancy. He has a good job and a good time. 


Perhaps he car- 
ries it a bit too far sometimes, but I fail to see where the devil 


has made a convert in my boy. I’ve talked to both Reg and 
Nancy about petting and booze and sex, and they’te convinced 
me that the young people today are no different from the girls 
and boys in my day. 

“I remember distinctly as a young man, having my face 
slapped right smartly when I ventured to take too much for 
granted with a certain young lady. They called her a wild 
one, but I hadn't been in her porch swing more than ten min- 
utes before I found that she drew a very definite line, and it 
was the wise young gent that stayed on the right side of it. 
Clara’s devilishness was all on the surface although she was in- 
discreet and indifferent about public opinion. I expect the 
girls today are no different. 

“T saw Clara not long ago and she told me about her two 
sons, now in college, and her daughter, who runs a private kin- 
dergarten in a neighboring town. You could search the world 
over and youd not find a more splendid mother than this 
Clara of the old days. 


“Ww HONESTLY believe Nancy and Reg and their giddy young 
friends will pan out eventually quite as well as Clara and 
all the other youngsters I remember. We ought to stop calling 
them a problem; stop exploiting their actions; stop letting them 
think they’re so all-fired important. It’s no fun to act wicked 
if no one is shocked, and a little indifference on the part of us 
old folks would soon take the zest out of necking and hip flasks. 
“My sympathies are all with the young ‘uns. Life is hard 
for them, but it’s us old crabs and sensation seekers who make 
it so.—K. R.” 

Yes, things are all wrong for girls and boys nowadays. 
Life was never so hard and it isn’t all their fault either. On 
the surface they look happy and reckless, but underneath 
many of them are miserable and bitter. With few exceptions, 
they are wretched about affairs at home. Misunderstood, 
blamed, criticized, yes—persecuted as no generation of young 
people before them was ever persecuted. 

The fierce light of publicity is beating about their heads. 
Magazines, newspapers, preachers give them no rest. The 
whole world wants to—and does—believe the worst. There 
are more distressed and shocked parents than there are con- 
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tident and happy ones. And people like 
K. R. don't help matters any either. 

Oh, I know a lot of people will agree 
with K. R. His is a very comfortable 
way of looking at things. All dad and 
mother have to do is take his word for 
it that we’re exaggerating the state of 
affairs with the young people and let it 
go at that. If there’s no real reason to 
worry, then why worry? And besides it 
makes them feel that after all they aren't 
so far behind the times. Naturally, the 
kids are a jump or two ahead of 1876, 
but there’s not the tremendous breach 
that some folks rave about. 

But do you know what I think? I 
think K. R. is off on the wrong foot, 
and I believe I ought to know because 
I've had a large and hectic experience 
with young people. Fortunately, I’m 
not hampered by what happened when 
I was a girl because my own youth isn’t so very far behind. 
Nor am I limited by a knowledge of present day hell-raising. 
I’m just comfortably in the middle. 

K. R. says kids haven’t changed since his day. Well, in a 
way they haven't. They still have ten fingers and ten toes 
and straight or curly hair; they still answer back and chew 
gum and tell lies and have tantrums. They used to indulge 
in fancy sparking. It’s only got a new name. Girls used to 
go wrong, and boys used to run amuck of the police. The 
older generation has always ranted about the new generation 
going to the bow wows. Where then is the difference? 

T'll tell you. 


HE kids in K. R.’s day didn’t have economic independence. 

If they got sick of the old man’s nagging they couldn’t 
tell him where to get off, and go out and get a job that same 
day. The jobs just weren't there. The boys? Oh, it was 
easier for them to get jobs than for girls, but a boy couldn't 
be so awfully independent even then on four or five dollars a 
week. And about the only employment open to girls was 
housework at twelve dollars a month, and there weren’t any 
electric irons or washing machines or afternoons off in those 
days, I'll tell you! No, there just wasn’t such a thing as 
complete and glorious independence for young folks when dad 
was a boy. Parents held the whip hand. 

K. R. tells us the young people in his day raised old Ned, 
too, but it would sort of cramp your style when the old man 
handed you out fifty cents a week spending money and told 
you that two dresses a year were enough for any girl. And 
it would certainly put a monkey wrench in the works if you 
had to ask permission to have company or go out. 

That used to be the state of affairs. Then something 
happened. And it happened with such incredible swiftness, 
that the world hasn’t yet realized the meaning of it all. From 
subservience and enforced obedience, youth was suddenly lib- 
erated. Factories sprang up and in them were machines that 
youth could operate. A new world of business was born. 
Wages soared and education kept pace, and for every job 
there were dozens of boys and girls eager and competent to 
fill it. 

“You shan’t!” “You can’t.” “I won’t have it!” fell on 
deaf ears of the younger generation. [Continued on page 123] 
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THE "“AZUREA ENVYEMBLE’ 


Piver—the oldest perfume house in France—the house that 
has made more French perfume than any other — Piver 
announces the Azurea Ensemble ....A single perfect 
odeur. Inearnated in the four toilet requisites used by 
every well-groomed woman— cold creme, vanishing creme, 
powder, perfume .... Expressed again in all its delicacy 


by the two colours that symbolize it——blue and silver. 


THE PERFUMF—Azurea itself. Light, fresh, young, 
eager! A clean, ciear fragrance, with a bit of spice to 
pique the imagination, a hint of coquetry. Never has 
the beauty, the temperament of the chic Americaine 
been so smartly—and so completely expressed! $4.50. 


THE POWDER—Much finer than the average—finer 
than the best you have ever used before. Adherent. 
Invisible. In five perfect shades to take care of every § 
complexion, even the sun-browned, ultra-chiec at the 
moment .... Breathing the same Azurea_ perfume, 
till it becomes a part of the lovely skin itself. $1.00. \ 


THE COLD CREME—Just this minute launched in 
Paris, this creme is all that any other creme could 
ever be—and it is so highly perfumed that it may al- 

Ba most he thought of as perfume in créme form! 
One sinks to sleep and dreams of fragrance. $1.50. 


THE VANISHING CREME—Light, as specialists de- 
cree. Invisible after applying. Here is the perfumed 
film that forms a base for perfumed powder. The pow- 
der clings all day, and so does the exquisite fragrance. 
One day's créme has been changed by magic from some- 
thing utilitarian to the final touch of luxury. $1.50. 


“= 


{ 


THE NEW TWIN COMPACTE —Silver, with blue 
enamelled tracery. A shape to slip easily into the 
purse — but not out of the hand. Rouge, powder in 
shades for every complexion, scented of course, with 
Azurea. And two mirrors, effectively placed. $2.50 


#18 EAST 16th STREET, NEW YORK  Fondée en 1774 46 ST. ALEXANDER STREET, MONTRI AL 
«Oldest and largest among the great perfume houses oi France» 
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Greater Beauty 


| 

| 

| 

You can possess an appearance of | 

unusual beauty without the slightest | 

suggestion of that ‘‘made up” look. 

The closest inspection will reveal only 

an alluring, transparent, pearly skin 

that is so subtilely beautified the use 

of a toilet preparation cannot be de- 
tected. 


No messy creams or long drawn out 
treatments are necessary. From the 
first moment you use Gouraud’s Ori- 
ental Cream a fascinating attractive- 
ness is yours. Far superior to face 
powders as the appearance rendered 
not only is more beautiful but it will 
not streak, spot, rub off or show signs 
of moisture. 


Gouraud’s Oriental Cream is highly 
antiseptic and astringent. It constantly 
exerts a healing, soothing action which 
protects against the contraction of 
skin troubles and helps to relieve 
blemishes, freckles, flabbiness, wrinkles, 
muddy skins, redness and similar con- 


ditions. Secure Gouraud’s Oriental 
White, Flesh and Rachel. 
FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON 


Cream today and take your first step 
to a “new lasting me al Made in 
> 
*‘Beauty’s Master Touch’ 
Send 10c. for Trial Size 
430 Lafayette Street ee New York City 
Check shade desired: White 11 Flesh 11 Rachel 01 


Name—_—_ = 
Street 


City 


Unforbidden Fruit 


[Continued from page 47) 


The tone was not as frozen as the other 
had feared. 

“Hungry ?” 

“Yes.” This was good. 

“Vee’s got some grub ready.” 

“Swell!” 

Sylvia got off her shoes. They were wet. 
Starr brought her a dressing-gown and a ci- 
garette. She won no thanks except a nod, 
| also a good sign. The prodigal ate several 
| toasted crackers, drank two cups of choco- 
late, asked for another Lucky. Vee came 
over to her. 

“Want to sleep in my room tonight?” 
Vee’s cubicle was a one-girl room; Syl would 
be alone there. The victim of man’s inhu- 
manity to woman shook her head. 


“Going to turn in pretty soon?” asked 
Starr. 

“No.” 

“Want to talk?” 

“Ves.” 


“Tt was the overdue report, of course.” 

“Yes.” 

Verity 
what Starr would hardly have ventured. 
was pretty punk, you know.” 

Angrily accusatory, Sylvia turned on them. 
“You said it was swell. Both of you.” 

“That was to cheer you up.” Starr meant 
| this to have a soothing effect. She received a 
glare which would have done credit to a 
tigress. 

The freshman contributed nothing of se- 
renity to Sylvia’s mind by adding, “If a 
| faculty believes that you’re working him for 
a meal ticket, he naturally gets sore.” 

“I’m not working him for a meal ticket,” 
was the wrathful disclaimer. A_ meal 
ticket, in this sense, means high marks or 
other class favors—and perhaps Sylvia had 
presumed a little on her drag with the pro- 
fessor. 

“Still, he might think so,” pointed out Vee, 
with a show of reason. 

A show of reason was the last straw for the 
martyr. Her wrath broke through her reti- 
cence, in an impetuous spite of words. “He’s 
a loathy toad. He—he kissed me. That 
morning. After the hike. And now he makes a 
goat of me this way. It’s rotten. It’s beastly. 
That’s what it is.” 

Verity, scandalized, said, “You petted with 
a faculty ?” 

“Of course I did. I didn’t mean to tell, 
but now I don’t care.” 

Unexpectedly Starr murmured, “Poor 
Giff!” She had remembered what Gwen 
said and could imagine that austere face, 
burning but controllably still under the self- 
torture. Starr, instinctively wise in her fem- 
ininity, knew that when a man fell for Sylvia, 
he would fall hard, whether Patterson Gifford 
or another. But what about the girl? What 
had been her response to the new experience ? 
Her response to her roommate’s comment 
was a haughty, “I suppose you think that’s 
funny,” followed by a good-night-less de- 
parture for bed. 


said in her clear and honest voice 


OURS later the wakeful and thought- 

ful Starr, heard a long-drawn sigh 
from the other bed, followed by the pluffy 
swish of a rearranged pillow. 

“Syl?” 

“What ?” 

“Are you sane again?” 

“Ves.” 

“I’ve got sometiing I want to ask you. 
When Giff kissed yuu iid you get a kick out 
of it?” 

A low, uncertain and 
answered her. “Did I! 


urprising chuckle 
Oh, boy!” Then, 


“That’s what makes it seem so rotten, his 
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turning on me.” 


But Starr was not primarily interested in 
the grievance. That she felt sure, would ad- 
just itself. “It was first alarm for you, wasn’t 
it?” 

“Yep. And it’ll be the last, as far as he’s 
concerned.” 

Starr smiled in the darkness. “I knew 
you'd come to your senses one of these 
days.” 

Again that dim chuckle. “I think my senses 
have come to me. And I don’t quite know 
what to do about it. At least, I didn’t at 
the time.” 

Starr sat up abruptly. 
do about it?” 

“Nothing.” 

“That’s all right then.” ‘ 

“Is it? Wait until I get my chance at 
that rotter.” 


“What did you 


INTER had broken. Perhaps it would 

be more accurate to say that it exploded. 
Its shattered fragments: snow banks left in the 
folds of the hills, patches in tiny bays of the 
pond, were being dissipated by the mopping- 
up activities of a victorious spring sun which 
(sign of an ofttimes too optimistic hope) had 
brought bicycles out on the campus. The 
gym windows stood wide to air out the place 
for the sophomore-senior basket-ball game. 
Sara La Lond, flushed with exercise and vivid 
as a young animal, came out and made for 
Suite Twenty, Trumbull. 

Since the day of their hitch-hike, already 
become a classic chapter in the unwritten his- 
tory of Trumbull House, a curious and con- 
fident friendship had sprung up between SyI- 
via Hartnett and Sara La Lond. The bril- 
liant, laborious and usually saturnine scholar 
would come to Suite Twenty when Sylvia was 
alone there and sit talking at top speed, in 
high, if rather sardonic spirits, or smoking 
with a singular daintiness, a small clay pipe in 
a comfortable silence. 

Seldom did she come when the other H.B. 
V.’s were in. She did not like Starr—a little 
jealousy there, Sylvia suspected—and re- 
garded Verity with amused but impatient in- 
comprehension. In some unanalyzable way, 
Sara seemed to have blossomed since that 
December day. Her personality had ex- 
panded ; she seemed more at ease with herself 
and her world, and her work was even bet- 
ter than it had been. Something of the old 
nerve strain was evident in her bearing, 
though she sedulously tried to cover it with 
an air of insouciance as she approached the 
door and entered. All three occupants were 
there. 

“Have any of you girls heard of any pa- 
pers being found around the hallways?” she 
asked. 

“T remember there was a lot of stuff blow- 
ing around in the dark one night” said Verity. 

“What have you lost ?” asked Sylvia. “Not 
part of your prize theme ?” 

“No. Just some private stuff. Not spe- 
cially important.” 

Was it accident that Starr and the fresh- 
man drifted out of the room on suddenly re- 
membered engagements? Sara _ shrewdly 
doubted it. It was generally believed that 
Suite Twenty operated a code of silent sig- 
nals so secret that its very medium of com- 
munication had never been discovered by any 
outsider. This, by the way, added greatly 
to the prestige of the H.B.V. trio. Sara was 
sure of it when Sylvia at once accused her. 

“You're worried.” 


“A little. Part of a letter I was writing has 
gone.” 

“Signed ?” 

“No. It was a second page, typed. It 


must have blown off my desk when I opened 
my door.” 


| 
‘A’ loser @lince 
|_| 


It 
ned 


The modern way to 
have beautiful lips 


The clever woman today is able to make 
her lips more lovely than ever before, with 
an entirely different kind of lipstick. 
Quite unlike other lipsticks, Tangee changes 
color as it goes on, from orange to blush-rose, 
Nature's loveliest color! How soft or 
how deep this blush-rose depends 
upon your own complexion, 
and how heavily the little 


magic stick is ap- 


eS plied. You may 


rest assured that even the closest scrutiny 

will fail to detect any artifice in the loveli- 

ness of your lips. This modern lipstick is 

matched in a rouge which also changes color 

to suit. Both are really waterproof, rub- 

proof, and as permanent as the day is long! 

Ask for them today —on sale everywhere. 

And be sure you see the name TANGEE on 

the carton and the chic little gun-metal case. 
PRICES—Tangee Lipstick $1, Tangee ue 

Rouge Compact Tangee Creme Rouge 

$1, (and for complete beauty treat- 

ment: Tangee Day Cream, 

Tangee Night Cream, and 

Tangee Face Powder, 

$1 each). 25c higher 
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MAGNETISME! 


Dier -Kiss er Loose Powder 
and Rouge Vanity---gorgeously 
designed, $2.50 


TO ADD the alluring charm 
of “magnetisme”’ to beauty 
—the chic Parisienne gives 
first thought to the parfum 
in her poudre and rouge! 


Naturellement, she prefers 
Dier-Kiss cosmetiques — ex- 
quisite in texture and tone 
—for they are fragranced 
withthe parfum thatinspires 
moods of love, of romance. 


To maintain this charm, she 
carries with her every- 
where the Dijer- Kiss Silver 
Loose Powder and Rouge 
Vanity...scented with the 
same magnetic parfum! 


Cr- 
Kerkoff-Paris 


Sole Imnorter 


ISS 


ALFRED H. SMITH CO., 
New York Paris Montreal 
Chicago Los Angeles 
Djer-Kiss Face Powder pet- 
al-smooth 60¢ 
Dier-Kiss Rouge-Compact 
Six fascinating shades soc 


Djer-Kiss 
Ree» 


ule 3—C—Do not open door until win- 

Pr, are closed and draft thus guarded 

| against’,”” quoted the other from the fire reg- 
| 

hat’s past mending. Hope no snooper 


picket it up. 

“Was it to Mark?” 

“Yes.” 

“Anything in it to show it was yours?” 

“A reference to our hitch-hike.” Sylvia 
grunted; the whole campus knew of 
that exploit. “And a date. Tentative. No 
names or places. But there may have 
| been a letter of Mark’s too. I can’t find it 
anywhere.” 

“Not too good. I'll sniff around and see 
if I can hear anything.” Upon which triply 
; mixed metaphor the scholar started out when 
| Sylvia held her up. 

“Girl, are you behaving ?” 

“You mean about Mark?” 


the week-end of thetwenty-fourth. That might 
be just Ida’s prevalent inquisitiveness, or it 
might be something more dangerous, she'd 
try to remember to speak to Sara later. 

How dangerous, Sara could have told 
her, for that missing sheet contained these 
words, “No. I can’t get away this week 
Not before the twenty-fourth, and I ought 
not to come then. It’s work, but I'll fix 
that some way.” 

Meantime Sylvia herself was restless and 
unsettled. More than a week had passed 
since the grilling in History Three and no 
word had come from Patterson Gifford 
She wanted to go to him and have it out, 
but Starr, the strategist in all affairs of the 
heart, opposed the direct attack. It would 
put her at a disadvantage. 

“What do I care!” said the wrathful girl. 
“T can tell him what I think of him.” 

“Don’t you care—really ?” 


“Darn Mark! I mean about overwork.” “No,” was the stout reply. 

“Never felt so fit in my life.” “Then apply for a transfer from his 
| “But you’re working ten and eleven hours course. That will put it up to him.” 
a day, aren’t you?” Sound advice and 

“And sleeping eight ingenious. Sylvia put 
hours a night. I could in her application. In 
lick the world on that the course of routine 
schedule.” Why Smart Set it was referred to 

“Why strain a ten- Professor Gifford. He 
don?” argued the other. s “Different sent for her. 
“You’ve got the “Why do you wish 
Alumnae Scholarship I am sorry that I am not to transfer, Miss 
— Seay ; | able to place a copy of Hartnett?” His tone 
es. May be. Un- eMarch Smart Ser in the was professional, 
ess— kindly, interested. 

“Unless what?” hands of every eMother in | “I don’t see that 

“There are other the United States. —R.HE. | I’m getting any good 
| considerations _ besides Looe, Oakland, Calif. out of the course.” 
scholarships.” “IT agree. Your 
| don’t get you, work has _ slumped 
Sara.” Let the others badly.” 

“Oh, well, I might Know “Then what use is 
set fire to the chapel or there in my staying, 
pull old Miggles’s whis- eee unless you want the 


kers or deliver a Bol- 

shevik address in de- 

bate or have the wrong person find that 
letter—” 

“But you said there were no names. 
| “There was that New York date. Syl, you 
don’t happen to be going down for the week- 
end of the twenty-fourth do you?” . 

“I was thinking of doing that very little 
thing; give the aged grandparents a treat.” 

“Take me with you.” 

“Certainly I will. Get your parents to 
write and sign up for the green ticket to 
have you spend the week-end with us.” 

“That’s the difficulty,’ returned Sara 
calmly. “My parents can’t write.” 

Understanding this to mean that there was 
some obstacle to the elder La Londs making 
| application, Sylvia inquired, “Why not?” 
| “They don’t know how,” said the finest 
‘scholar in her class. 

The other simply stared. 

“Don’t let it shock you. My father is 
a French Canuck, and wholly illiterate. My 
mother was a Portuguese Islander and can 
hardly speak English. Voila tout! They 
could get some one to write and affix their 
marks, but—well, it’s all false, silly pride 
on my part—” 

“Of course, my grandmother will write,” 


” 


hastily broke in the other. 

“T won't really be staying with you, you 
know.” 

“You'll be more than welcome,” Sylvia 


assured her. 

“That isn’t the idea. I want this week- 
end to myself, if you can fix it with your 
family.” 
“Sure.” 
| This, Sylvia reflected, after the other had 
gone, was probably the date with Mark 
which was mentioned in the lost sheet of 
| Sara’s letter. And that reminded her of 
something she had meant to tell her. Ida 
McKay had been making inquiries about the 
House, as to who was going away over 


satisfaction of flunk- 
ing me?” 
a_ satisfaction. 


“It would not be It 


might be a necessity.” 


“Oh, if it’s a duty, of course, you'll flunk 
me,’ she broke out. Why did he have 
that power of irritating her self-controi 


beyond endurance! 

“Undoubtedly.” 

His calmness was too much. Probably it 
covered satiric amusement. “Conscience 
is your middle name, isn’t it? Except when 
you're playing some girl.” 

His face changed. He 
the door to the office, then 
ing her, his eyes hardly more than level 
with hers. “The basis changes. Whom am 
I dealing with now? Sylvia, the dawn elf, 
is a very different person from Hartnett, 
the sloppy shirt of History Three.” 

“I’m not a sloppy shirt.” Almost on that 
same spot she had gone to his arms. His 
eyes now, as then, had become hot and 
threatening. But his voice was still the 
instrument of his mockery. 

“I think you are. And something of a 
cheat, too. Did I make love to you?” Gif- 
ford asked quietly. 

“Didn’t you? I suppose you mean that 


rose and closed 
stood confront- 


I started it.” 
His response to this was more a grin than 
a smile. It began her defeat. Angrily, yet 


wistfully she said, “You won't let a fellow 
get away with anything, will you?” 

“Not with the stale old man-and-girl 
gambit. Let’s deal in facts.” 

His quiet brutality took her wholly aback. 
She found nothing better to say than a 
murmured and rather piteous, “I think 
you're rotten.” 

“Sit down, please.” She took the chair 
which she had occupied on that morning 
of the early coffee. _He sat opposite her, 
as then. He said with vigor and convic- 
tion. “Sylvia, I'm disappointed in you. 
Knowing you as I did, I thought you were 


te 4 
QD) | 
| 


That 
tell-tale moment 


before a dip 


Curious eyes are quick to detect the 
slightest flaw that modern bathing attire 
reveals. So, too, with sleeveless frocks, 
evening gowns, sheer hosiery, and knee- 
length skirts. Today, women are more 
careful than ever to remove the least 
suggestion of superfluous hair on arms, 
underarms, face, legs, or back of the neck. 


Feminine Daintiness 


So much admired by everyone is pre- 
served most easily with Del-a-tone Cream. 
In 3 brief minutes Del-a-tone Cream 
removes every trace of offending hairs. 
Leaves skin soft, white and velvety 
smooth. 


Applied directly from its handy tube, 
Del-a-tone Cream has no equal for com- 
plete removal of hair. Snow-white and 
pleasantly fragrant, dainty women use 
it in preference to razors, pulling out 
hair and all other 
methods. 


Del-a-tone cream 
or powder has been 
the choice of fasti- 
dious women for 
twenty years. Try it 
and you, too, will be 
convinced that the 
Del-a-tone way is the 
modern way to re- 
move hair. 


Hair-free legs 


Charming! 


Del-a-tone gives added daintiness 


Removes Hair 


Sold by drug and department stores, or sent prepaid in 
U.S.in plain wrapper $1.00. Money back if not satisfied. 
If you have never tried Del-a-tone, send coupon for 10c 
package free to Miss Mildred Hadley, Dept. 656, 
The Delatone Co., 721 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


4 
/ FREE| 
7 10c Package | 
/ in U.S. only ! 
Miss Mildred Hadley, 


c/o The Delatone Co., ] 
P Dept. 656, 721 N. Michigan Ave. | 
Chicago, Ill. 

F rrease send me FREE, prepaid in plain 
wrapper, 10c size I have checked herewith. | 
ODel-a-tone Cream O Del-a-tone (powder) 
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N A TWINKLING... wonderful | 

Winx makes eyes enchanting pools of | 
loveliness—by framing them in a soft, 
shadowy fringe of luxuriant lashes. If you 
want benseilal eyes that can never be 
denied a whim or wish, apply Winx 
to the lashes. 

Fashion Decrees This Cream 


In this dainty com- 
pact is the bewitch- 
ing lash dressing, 
Cream Winx,which | 
gives to lashes and 
brows smartbeauty. 
It also aids their lus- 
trous growth. So 
easy to cafry. 75¢ 
complete. 


Some Prefer This Cake | 


Safe and harmless 
and simple to apply, 
this wonderful Cake 
Winx, preferred by 
many fastidious 
women, makes eyes 
seem larger, more ex- 
pressive. A flick of 
the brush, and it's 
done! 75¢ complete. 


Everywhere you'll | 
see eyes made love- 
lier by Winx Water- | 
roof, the liquid 
ash dressing which 
neither runs nor 
fades. It is safe, easy | 
to apply and re- 
move. 75¢c com- 
plete. 


Insist Upon Winx 
To be sure of the loveliest lashes 
and brows, insist upon Cream 
Winx, Cake Winx or Winx Water- 
proof —whichever you prefer. For 
Winx is now the mode. Obtained 
where you purchase your aids to 


beauty. 


WINX 


ROSS COMPANY 
243 West 17th Street, New York City 


| practice. 


| tes.’ 
| keep undimmed and uncorrupted. 


| contemptuous 


' whom Sylvia adored. 


game morally. I was wrong. You deserved 
everything that I said about your report. 
Didn’t you?” Sylvia did not answer him. 

“Well, I'm waiting.” 

She maintained the silence of obstinacy 
and finally Gifford said: 

“At least you can’t deny it. But you 
hadn’t the fortitude to stand up and take 
it. I’m ashamed of you.” 

Then she struck. “Would you have 
roasted me that way, if it hadn’t been 
for what happened here, that morning when 
I brought the coffee to you?” 


IS demeanor changed from that of the 

judge to that of the self-questioner. 
“You think I did it to prove to myself my 
own—” 

“Incorruptibility,” she broke in. 

“Or—” He had paid no heed to the in- 
terruption—“was it because it was you? 
A sort of perverse desire to hurt you; is 
that what you're getting at?” He seemed 
startled at this formulation. “Do I care 
that much?” he muttered. 

“Not as much as for your own stand- 
ards.” 

“Even if I were in love with you, I would 
not favor you in class,” he declared. “Surely, 
you know that?” 

“The upright judge! That’s your favorite 
pose, isn’t it?” 

Again he ignored the interruption. 

“And I’m by no means certain that I’m 
in love with you.” 

“That makes it unanimous!” 

Her flippancy provoked no response from 
him. “You thought I was and you pre- 
sumed upon it. There you infringed on my 
standard. The only one I profess and 
A poor thing, but my own. That 
is no pose, Sylvia.” 

“I’m not sure that I even know what 
you're talking about.” She was still nurs- 
ing her resentment. “Is it some trick of 
faculty ethics?” 

“TI don’t care a hoot for the conventional 
moralities. No student of history can. The 
eternal verities! Forever changing their 
aspects in the interests of whatever perish- 
able authority happens to be in power. The 
turncoats and lickspittles of man’s progress 
upward, that is what moral codes are— 


| hedges that force us to walk in a straight 


and narrow path in spite of our inclinations 
to wander.” 

He spoke with a kind of high anger. “But 
there is something higher, the light that 
mind hands on to mind. We've got it on 
our seal here at Sperry, ‘Lampadia echon- 
That is the one thing that we must 
It’s the 
only thing that matters.” 

He rose and strode about, flinging his 
arms wide, he, the restrained, constrained, 
and sardonic ironist. The 
girl thrilled at this unconscious betrayal of 
the fire at his heart. She dared not speak 
lest she break the spell. She wanted him 
to go on talking to her like that forever. 


| This was the real Giff—not the professor 


whom the campus worshipped—but the man 
That adoration was 
in her eyes as he went on: 

“Look at this place. A great woman 
suffered and slaved and braved the ridicule 
of her friends and the abuse of her con- 
temporaries to build it. Since then women 


have diverted their instincts of creativeness 
to its purposes and men have given the best 
in them to make it a force for thought and 


progress. What happens? You petty chit- 
terlings, cheap flutterers, come here and 
make it a convenient sort of country club 


for the four years which you don’t know 
how to occupy better. Waste and the 
frustration of high purposes. That is the 
final immorality, the one absolutely un- 
pardonable sin.” 

Sylvia whispered to herself, “Giff, I love 
you.” 


That he should have heard it was im- 


possible. Perhaps his hot eyes had read 
her lips. Perhaps his flaming soul had read 
her heart. His next words seemed an answer 


and a denial, a return to his habitual mood 
of quiet contempt. 

“Yes, for my fine words. And I'm bely- 
ing them while I speak them, by being here 
with you, by letting myself become _in- 
terested in you as a woman instead of a 
pupil, by making love to you.” 

“Are you making love to me?” This 
time the words were spoken aloud and fol- 
lowed, fatally, by a giggle. It was pure 
overstrain of nerves and emotions. But 
his face changed. The dark exaltation in 
it died bitterly. He drew back as if she had 
struck him and his tone was the ironic 
contemptuous one habitually used by Pro- 
fessor Gifford in class. 

“Thank you. I’m a fool, of course. I'm 
talking to you like a woman and you're 
only a silly child. Waste!” 

“I’m a woman for you, Giff.” 


IS eyes burned again. He said com- 

posedly, “You are a junior at Sperry, 
come to consult a member of the faculty on 
a change of course.” 

“T don’t want to change now.” 

“Very well. Withdraw your application 
with your dean.” 

“Promise not to flunk me?” She 
incorrigible. 

“T'll undertake to flunk you at the end 
of this semester unless you make up that 
report.” So was he. 

“T sat up all night over that awful thing. 
Have you been sitting up nights again?” 

“T haven’t seen any light in your office 
although I’ve watched for it.” 

“Not there. When my wife is away, I 
work in the studio room at the top of my 
house.” 

She nodded. “Yes, don’t you remember, 
I told you that I can see your light through 
the trees, from Twenty ?” 

“Ves, I know ...” Had he, too, been 
watching and thinking? 

“What would you do if I were to walk in 
on you some restless night?” 

“You couldn’t. The outside doors 
kept locked.” 

“Are all doors locked in your life, Giff?” 
She was as pleased by her allusive cleverness 
as she was startled at her daring. Was this 
really Professor Patterson Gifford, the 
campus idol, with whom she was sparring? 

He said slowly. ‘Not against you, if you 
really wanted to come in.” 

At that, panic fell upon Sylvia Hartnett. 
She got up from the low chair and moved 
quietly toward the door. Gifford made no 
move to stop her as she stole out of his 
office and across the campus to Twenty. 


was 


are 


‘Ty. Sylvia really want to become part of Giff’s life as Sara had become 
part of eWark’s through the friendship which had begun on the famous 


hitch-hike? 


learn things at college that are not on the schedule? 
Lond discovering her own limitations? 


Was that to be one of her big experiences at Sperry? ‘Do girls 


Was the brilliant La 


Was Sylvia acquiring a new sense 


of values? “Do girls outside of college have the same opportunities to taste 
life’s “Unforbidden Gruit,” as July SMart Set will show you that Sperry 


girls had? 
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How do their experiences compare with yours? 
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The Improved Kotex only 
offers these two exclusive 
new features 


Correct Appearance— Hygienic Comfort 


These Features Exclusive 
to Kotex 


] CORRECT APPEARANCE—The 
new, form-fitting shape (with cor- 
ners scientifically rounded and ta- 
pered to fit) may be worn under the 
most clinging gowns without possi- 
bility of detection. 


2 HYGIENIC COMFORT — Softer 
gauze, fluffier filler—treated by a 
new and exclusive process—end un- 
comfortable chafing and binding. 


ALL THE FEATURES AND PROTECTION 
OF THE KOTEX YOU HAVE ALWAYS 
KNOWN ARE RETAINED. 


O enthusiastic were we over the Im- 

proved Kotex, when it -vas finally per- 
fected in our laboratories, that we decided 
to anticipate your enthusiasm by putting 
it into production on double our former 
scale. 

This meant, of course, new plants, new 
machinery, a vast expenditure of time and 
money. It also meant that, if you bought 
the IfMproved Kotex in such volume as 
we expected, the regular price could be 
permanently reduced 30%. 

Demand makes it possible to continue 
at the new low price—and you are offered, 
at this price, exclusive features obtainable 
in Kotex and Kotex only! 


Kotex is now form-fitting 


By a new and exclusive design, perfected 
in our laboratories, corners are now scien- 
tifically rounded and tapered. The Im- 
proved Kotex fits perfectly, securely. You 
wear it without altering the fashionable, 
slim silhouette, and you feel a composure, 
a sense of fine grooming, never before 
possible. 


Softer, fluffier, to end chafing 
Ingenious methods have been found to 
make the gauze wrapping softer, the ab- 


Doubled production and enthusiastic 

demand permit a price cut of 30% 

on the Improved Kotex —contain- 

ing two new features perfected 

after two years’ research; after 

consultation with 27 women doctors 
and 83 nurses. 


for them by name’? 


Kotex Company, 180 N. Michigan x 
Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 


PROTECTS— DEODORIZES 
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and 
Kotex Prices 
Reduced 


sorbent filler fluffer; to give you adequate 
protection without the discomforts of 
chafing and binding. 


Nurses, doctors considered your 
comfort and appearance 


Changes in the Kotex pad were made un- 
der the supervision of 27 women doctors, 
83 nurses, 6 specialists in feminine hygiene. 


They considered, besides your good 
health and comfort, the vital question of 
appearance. They know your problems, 
not only professionally but also from a 
woman’s point of view. Their enthusiastic 
approval is the most important endorse- 
ment of the Improved Kotex. 


Kotex features are exclusive 


In Kotex alone do you get these new 
features. . . and all the former advantages, 
too, are retained. The remarkably absor- 
bent powers remain; the same protective 
area: Cellucotton wadding, which is ex- 
clusive to Kotex, has all the advantages 
of any waterproofed absorbent, plus its 
own unique qualities—5 times more ab- 
sorbent than cotton, discards like tissue 
(by simply following directions), deodor- 
izes thoroughly while being worn. 


Remember, nothing else is at all com- 
parable to the Improved Kotex. Buy a 
box and learn our latest and greatest con- 
tribution to woman’s hygienic comfort. 


You buy Kotex by name, without em- 
barrassment, without delay . .. in two 
sizes, Regular and Kotex-Super. At all 
drug, dry goods and department stores. 


Supplied also through vending 
cabinets in rest-rooms by West 
Disinfecting Co. 
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cosmetics ALONE 


are not Enough! 


The effect of cosmetics—used over an ordi- 
nary skin—is too artificial. Correctly used, 
cosmetics must heighten natural beauty. Only 
Boncilla Clasmic Pack can bring beauty to 
the skin, while you relax — drawing out all 
impurities — creating new color, fineness and 
firmness by reviving blood circulation. It 
would require hours by any other method 
to even approximate the results. Does only 
good. That's why Andrelys of Paris, Emile 
of London, and other famous beauty spe- 
cialists use it. 
or $1 
at all 
toilet goods 


counters 


CLASMIC PACK 


for Perfect 
Results—First 
'Boncilla Clasmic 


Pack ~Then Your 
Cosmetics 


7 on 

w, Exercises, etc. A chapter 

for girls, a chapter for wives. Im- 

portant information, diagrams and 
illustrations. Beautifully bound. 

BONCILLA LABORATORIES, Inc. 
} Indianapolis, Indiana, Dept. 182. 

Enclosed is 35c for which send me, 

post paid, my copy of HOME BEAUTY 

COURSE, by Mrs. Marjorie Oelrichs, 

celebrated society favorite. 


Address. 


Ten Commandments of Beauty 


[Continued from page 31] 


true,” he chuckled, “Congress should be 
required to pass a bill on Do's and Don'ts 
for homely women. Why not? We have 
laws to beautify our surroundings and laws 
to suppress various nuisances. And an un- 
necessarily homely woman, being an esthetic 
nuisance, ought to be suppressed by law.” 

There was constructive suggestion tucked 
away in his sarcasm. Many women could 
be helped by having mapped out for them 
the important boundary lines between 
beauty and homeliness. I have used cer- 
tain general rules in my work which might 


be called, “The Ten Commandments of 
Beauty.” Here they are, jotted down off- 
hand: 


Cultivate Personality. 

Conserve Your Health. 

Use Cosmetics Intelligently. 

Be Yourself. 

Practice Cleanliness. 

Learn to Speak in Modulated Tones. 

Give Careful Thoughts to Matters of Dress. 

Take Daily Exercise. 

Avoid Excessive Dieting and Drugging. 

Remember Your Age. 

It is a fact not to be denied that, because 
there are so many unattractive women, when 
a really pretty one passes down a street an 
epidemic of strained male necks ensues. And 
this is actually the fault of the plain sisters 
themselves—not in intent, of course, but in 
result. Most of them have made them- 
selves homely in their misguided efforts to 
be pretty. 

Panic seems to smite the adolescent girl 
when she awakens to the fact that she is 
less attractive than her girl friends, or the 
older woman when she is suddenly shocked 
by the discovery that her charms are fading. 

The first impulse of the young girl is to 
become beautiful as fast as she can. The 
short girl dons high heels and totters around 
awkwardly; the tall girl adopts flats; the 
girl with a large mouth puts on a microscopic 
Cupid’s bow in screaming red, and the girl 
with thick brows uses the tweezers until 
she looks like an Oriental. The pale girl 
smears on the red; the florid girl gives her- 
self a coat of white. And the result is 
usually so inartistic that it only serves to 
attract attention to the defects. 

There is also the older woman who, car- 
ried away by admiration for a totally dif- 
ferent type from herself, sets out to be 
something she never can be. The statuesque 
woman who tries to look and act like a 
flapper and the natural ingenue who tries 
to seem statuesque. Fat women try to look 
thin; thin women plump; brunettes decide 
to be blondes and blondes crave to be 
brunettes. 

False make-up, false manners, false dress- 
ing—and they wonder why their efforts fail 
to please! 


HE first lesson for a woman to learn is 

that one of the important secrets of beauty 
is harmony, and that she can only achieve 
this by being herself. Not knowing this 
truth explains the multitude of women who 
start on a beauty quest and end by being 
| public humiliations to their families. 
| The structure which Nature gives a wo- 
man is the only groundwork upon which she 


may hope to build improvement in her 
looks. No woman can change that struc- 
ture successfully, but she may embellish 


and improve it greatly by using discretion. 

The very fact that this can be done suc- 
cessfully often proves a pitfall for the un- 
wary. Observing a metamorphosis in a 
woman they thought unattractive, they fail 
/to realize that the transformation is only in 
the general effect. 


The woman’s hair, let us say, was dingy 
blonde, burnt out, dull, brittle and badly 


dressed. With proper attention she made it 
soft, smooth and lustrous, then dressed it 
becomingly. Nothing had been changed, 


only improved. 

But the unwary friend, deciding to im- 
prove herself, has her dark hair peroxided 
to match the locks of the transformed friend. 

Disappointment results, because even if 
dark hair could be bleached to look like the 
real thing, failure must result. Why? Be- 
cause Nature didn’t plan a_ brunette for 
blonde hair, and no matter how attractive 
she might be in other respects the bleached 


hair would be a discordant note. The 
blonde hair would call for a different com- 
plexion from the girl’s own. Her new 


powder-made complexion would call for a 
different shade of cheeks and lips, and so on. 
And by the time this girl had it all matched 
as nearly as possible she would be utterly 
unlike herself. 


OME years ago I knew two sisters, who 

were noted for their beauty and charm. 
They were like as two peas except that one 
was a blonde and the other had dark brown 
hair. To choose between them for all- 
around beauty would have given a pageant 
judge a real headache. 

For a year I did not see them. Then one 
day they came to my studio. In features, 
form, even in dress and manner they were 
still replicas of each other, yet one was still 
refined while the other seemed to have 
coarsened.. At first it puzzled me—then sud- 


denly I understood the reason. The bru- 
nette had made herself a blonde. Nothing 
but her hair was changed but the result 
was a positive descent from beauty to 
mediocrity. 


There was a time. and not so long ago, 
when the quest for beauty was considered 
sinful. The use of face powder was frivo- 
lous; rouge, disgraceful! A mere hint that 
a certain girl in the neighborhood used 
peroxide and all the righteous women would 
peep over the back fence Monday morning 
to see how long the lace was on her starched 
lingerie. 

But now, Shades of Venus! On every 
corner there is a beauty shop, frankly pat- 
ronized by every woman who can afford it. 

Remember the days when a girl had to 
steal a petal from the artificial rose that 
adorned her best hat and sneak to the 
mirror shortly before her Adolphus was 
scheduled? She would emerge with height- 
ened color and glibly explain to “ma” that 
it must be entirely due to the rough towel 
with which she had just dried her face. 
But now the chances are that the modern 
mother will stop her daughter on the way 
out and borrow a lip-stick or powder-puff, 
because she can’t keep track of her own 
while grandma is visiting. 

No one but a sour bachelor would ever 
find fault with the efforts of woman to 
make herself pleasing to look upon. Heavens! 
Just imagine if all women at all times in all 
places permitted themselves to look as they 
do when there’s no one around but the 
family ! 

The mistake made by the feminine stand- 
patters in trying to discourage the use of 


make-up was in declaring that it made 
its users look “fast.” It was the wrong 
note at the wrong time. The modern 


woman having won the vote and economic 
freedom was frankly determined to have 
every other sort of freedom. And_ she 
frankly declares that good looks are a wo- 
man’s best advertising, whether for a hus- 
band or a career. 


Creams..Powders 
Rouges... 
“nd, finally 
Me wus forced A | 
the conclussonthat | 
| 
rr}, 


dingy 
badly 
ade it 
ed it 
inged, 


» im- 
xided 
riend, 
en if 
e the 
Be- 
> for 
ictive 
ached 
The 
com- 
new 
for a 
on. 
tched 
tterly 


who 
t one 
rown 
all- 
zeant 


1 one 
tures, 
were 
still 
have 
sud- 
bru- 
thing 
esult 
y to 


ago, 
lered 
rivo- 
that 
used 
‘ould 
ning 
ched 


very 
pat- 
d it. 
d to 
that 
the 
was 
that 
owel 
face. 
dern 
way 
puff, 
own 


ever 
| to 
ens ! 
all 
hey 

the 


nd- 
of 
ade 
ong 
lern 
mic 
ave 
she 
wO- 


PARFUMEUR TO 


Georse WHITE 


Americas Greatest Judge 


of beauty. discloses the secret 
of SKIN PERFECTION 


HADES of face powder of the same 
name differ—and it is this difference 
that makes one face powder more be- 
coming than another—that causes one 
to bring out and enhance beauty to the 
full, while another of the same name fails 


utterly to accomplish its purpose. 


Mr. George White, who has demonstrated 


THE 


this fact to some 
of the most beau- 
tiful girls in 
America who have 
appeared in his 


revues, writes: 


“I find that the 


various shades of 


GEORGE WHITE 


noted rescue producer, cre- 
ator ofthe 1928 “Scandals,” 
“Menhattan Mary” and 
other notable productions. 


Houbigant face powder, if properly se- 
lected, such as Rachel for the brunette, 
Naturelle for the blonde, endow women 
with a degree of beauty not attainable in 


a powder of any other make.” 


In six shades and in the loveliest of 
Houbigant fragrances—75c and $1.50. For 
purse use in the new double compact— 
$2.50. For an ideal powder base, the 


Quelques Fleurs Skin Lotion, 4 0z.—$1. 


HOUBIGANT 


NOBILITY OF 


face powder in the 
NOW SUZO 


may be had in the fol- 


lowing shades: Natu- 
relle, Ocre, Rachel, 
Rosee, Ocre Rosee, and 
Blanche, and in all the 


most famous of Houbi- 
gant fragrances, 


THREE CENTURIES 
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Handbags 


that harmonize 
with your ensemble! 


New shapes... novel ones 
...new leathers...lasting...in 
newer harmonizing shades: 


faultless detailed workman- 
ship—everywhere! @ Look for 
the red monogram label (pictured 
above) in the bag! 


At All Leading Stores 


Your 
Blonde 
Hair Darkening? 


—use this special shampoo 


LONDE hair is of such delicate texture that ordinary 


shampoos are very apt to dull its lustre, darken its 
color. Blondex, the special shampoo for blondes only, 
keeps hair light and lovely, brings back the glint and 


sparkle to dull, faded hair. Not a dye. No harsh 
chemicals. Fine for scalp. Over a million users. At 
all good drug and department stores. 


| The most telling indictment to be brought 
| against the unintelligent use of make-up is 
| that the effect is so utterly inartistic. 
| “Indeed!” said a young woman who used 
|cosmetics freely but not wisely. “If, as 
|you say, I use enough make-up to ruin 
| my looks, how is it that more men turn to 
|look at me than any girl I know?” 
| She really thought they were all attracted 
by her beauty when they were only startled 
| by her grotesque appearance. 

The strange thing about the average 
'make-up fiend is that she seems to regard 
| the use of soap and water with much the 
}same sort of horror that our grandmothers 
|felt for the use of beauty aids. From 
|what I can gather the majority of them 
| wash their faces with soap about once a 
week, trusting, no doubt, that nothing will 
happen to soil their complexions between 
washes. 
| They are avoiding soap and water to 
conserve their complexions, and all the while 
they wonder why their skins are becoming 
coarse and unhealthy looking. 


HE ultra modern woman who calls her- 

self “smart” is the most assiduous of all 
her sex in trying to make and keep herself 
attractive. Yet usually she smokes cigarettes 
incessantly, eats unwholesome foods at un- 
seasonable hours and gets too little rest. If 
a majority of her type had competent 
medical advice they would learn that instead 
| of depending on beauty parlors to gloss over 
the ravages caused by defying Nature they 
should be tucked away in sanitariums for a 


rest cure. 


Of course men do all these senseless 
things too, but men take more physical 
exercise than women, which helps; and, 
anyhow, a man doesn’t worry himself sick 
when his looks begin to go to pot. 

It seems impossible to get women to seek 
health for health’s sake, but it may be 
possible to get them to seek’ health for 
beauty’s sake. They must come to realize 
that the vital secret of beauty is health. 
And they will realize also that health can 


}only be gained and retained by proper 
living. 

Take the matter of obesity. Of all the 
assassins which lay in wait for feminine 


beauty it is worst. And yet obesity creeps 


|on slowly, giving the victim ample warning. 


What a misery to herself is the average 
fat woman and how much worse looking all 
her frantic efforts to fool the public seem 
to make her! In her effort to cheat, she 
seems invariably to select immature styles 
and juvenile colors that give her the 
appearance of a waddling side show. She 
doesn’t look half so bad when she is frankly 
tat. 

Why do so many fat women swallow the 
preposterous claims of the food faddists and 
patent medicine makers? Seemingly they 
would strain the credulity of a child. The 
answer is—laziness! They hope to acquire 


beauty and a_ sylphlike form without 
trouble. They believe what they want to 
believe. Not only does laziness produce 


fat, but fat produces more laziness. 

That’s why the average fat woman fights 
off the truth. You may preach till you are 
hoarse that her only hope lies in exercise 
and what effect will all your efforts produce? 

“T've tried exercise,” she will say, mean- 
ing that she has flirted with the daily dozen 
once or twice, then given it up because it 
tired her so. “And besides,” she'll go on, 
“it’s not permanent reduction, anyhow. Once 
you start to exercise you have to keep it 
up all the time.” If that isn’t laziness what 
is it? 

Station yourself some day at a corner of 
a thoroughfare like Fifth Avenue where hun- 


dreds of well-dressed women pass every 
few minutes. Watch carefully down the 
street. Suddenly from all the throng one 


woman will stand out preeminently, a vision 


of beauty and grace long before you can 
discern her age or what sort of clothes or 


features she possesses. It is the prepossess- 
ing prelude to a closer scrutiny. You are 
prepared to be pleased. People may differ 
as to the relative merits of different kinds 
of hair, eyes, and complexions, but there 
is never any quarrel as to the appeal of a 
graceful woman. 

Carriage! The most neglected source of 
feminine attractiveness in this country, with 
the possible exception of the national neglect 
of the speaking voice! 

And just as it is possible to cultivate the 
speaking voice until it is well modulated 
and melodious instead of a screech, so it is 
possible to cultivate a graceful carriage. 
Grace is one of those assets that doesn’t just 
happen, as so many seem to think. Con- 
sider the dancing chorus in any beauty show. 
Certainly in the ensembles you cannot dis- 
cern the quality of each girl’s features. The 
effect is all in their rhythmic grace and 
carriage. “But isn’t it natural with them?” 
you ask. Well, just inquire of any bus) 
stage director if all those “poems in motion” 
were born that way or whether he just 
rolled up his sleeves and transformed a 
lot of awkward girls with naturally pretty 
forms and faces into the graceful creatures 
you see. And what was done for those 
dancers can be done for anyone who would 
rather walk gracefully than waddle. 

“Beauty,” so runs the old saying, “is in 
the eyes of the beholder!” And so it is, 
undoubtedly, but not only in the eyes. It 
is in his ears and his esthetic faculties gen- 
erally. For beauty is a harmonious en- 
semble, appealing not to one sense but to 
all the senses, some of which have been 
charted and some of which have not. One 
might reasonably say that the perceptive 
senses altogether form a jury to pass judg- 
ment on every woman and that, the 
majority approving, she has beauty. 

This morning I had a woman caller, good- 
looking, distinctly well dressed, personable, 
at a distance. But when she drew near the 
whole agreeable effect was ruined by the 
heavy, vile perfume with which she had 
drenched herself. I say this to show that 
if a woman affronts just one of the senses 
on jury duty all the good impression made 
on the other senses is nullified. 

Few women seem to realize that there is 
a psychology of perfumery and that to 
adopt a certain odor indiscriminately is as 
hazardous as ordering a hat by mail with- 
out knowing its shape, its color or its size 


OT long ago a certain perfume leaped to 
popularity because a favorite movie actor 
in a popular picture declared it to be 
specially seductive and hypnotic. Immedi- 
ately its use became epidemic like a visita- 
tion of the flu and with results almost as 
deadly to feminine charm. I have heard a 
score of persons declare the odor abhorrent 
to them. It was heavy and penetrating— 
not suited to one woman in five thousand. 
There is nothing to be said against the 
proper use of perfumes. The aristocratic 
French woman shows us how it can be em- 
ployed to undeniable advantage. Modera- 
tion is her keynote. That, together with the 
fact that the user’s personality as well as 
her appearance is always taken into account 
The dainty blonde type of woman with an 
unobtrusive personality would no more con- 
sider any but a delicate odor, than her 
vivacious, radiant sister, would think of giv- 
ing up some spicy, snappy combination for 
one of the heavy bouquets suitable only for 
the dark-haired, exotic enchantress. 

Taken all in ail it is indisputably the 
sheeplike instinct of many women to flock 
after each other instead of taking into ac- 
count their own personalities that upsets the 
efforts of the entire sex in its eternal struggle 
for attractiveness. 

I remember reading once that < famous 
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Have a facial— 
and let your tooth paste pay for it 


If you use any one of the many good soc dentifrices, your 
average yearly tooth paste bill is $6.00. Listerine Tooth 
Paste at 25c accomplishes equal results and at the same 
time cuts that cost in half. You save $3.00. Spend it 
as you choose—a facial, for instance, sheer hosiery, etc. 


IN THE 


ee is a dentifrice that swiftly pol- 
4 ishes teeth till they gleam, and then 
leaves the mouth with an amazing feel- 
ing of cleanliness and invigoration. Further- 
more, that sensation lingers. It delights 
millions. 

And no other dentifrice produces it. Be- 
cause no other dentifrice contains the essen- 
tial oils of Listerine. 

We are proud of Listerine Tooth Paste. 
Studying teeth, and the mouth, for nearly 
fifty years, we learned much about their re- 
quirements for beauty and health. This den- 
tifrice fulfills them. We believe it to be the 


MOUTH 


ch Cleanliness! Such Invigoration! 


finest dentifrice manufactured today, regard- 
less of price. 

Try it for one week. Note how teeth gain 
new brilliancy. Observe how discolorations 
and tartar vanish. And after tooth brushing 
is over, look for that wonderfully cool and 
clean sensation in the mouth. 

Then reflect that Listerine Tooth Paste 
costs but 25c—half of what you usually pay 
for a good dentifrice. Such a price for such 
a paste is made possible only by modern 
manufacturing methods and mass produc- 
tion, Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo.. 
U.S. A. 


LISTERINE 
TOOTH PASTE 


25¢ the large tube 
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T IS so really delightful and natural—no 
wonder smart women now instinctively 
use this modern method of washing away 

annoying hairs with liquid De Miracle. So 
easy, so quick, so pleasant! 

Just a touch of the liquid De Miracle, just 
a quick rinse with warm water, and your skin 
is left freshly clean and lovely. You see the 
hairs dissolve. 

De Miracle is delicately perfumed and guar- 
anteed to satisfy. Sold at all toilet goods 
counters: 60c, $1.00 and $2.00. 

If you have difficulty in obtaining it, order 
from us, enclosing $1.00. De Miracle, Dept. 76, 
138 West 14th Street, New York City. 


DeMiracle g 


~ 


DULL 


HAIR~ 

DULL COMPANY 
—~men seem to think! 
Why not be rid of this handicap 
tonight? 


So needless, now—that depressing dullness that 
spoils the effect of lovely frock or pretty face! Just 
ne shampooing with Golden Gl will banish it tonight! 
generous lather cl 1 hair You rinse—re- 
all t ippears sh < 


plus 


t, fragrant, lustrous, alive : 
speak of youth! Of c ill me 
renc Nothing to bleach or chang tural color 
of your hair. Just a wonderful shampoo—plu At your 
favorite dealers’, or if r id 25 cents t W. Kobi Co 


Dept. F 601 Rainier Ave., 


Golden Glint 


the SHAMPOO plus 


MAGIC KEY TO YOUTHFUL “LOCKS” 


Seattle, Wash 


| had a beautiful face and form. 


| doctor, being asked what he considered the 


most important drug in the practice of 
medicine, the one he would select if he had 
but a single choice, replied “opium.” 

Asked the same thing about beauty I 
should unhesitatingly choose personality, 
meaning, of course, a pleasing personality. 
I would not accept for one of my shows a 
girl without personality, not even if she 
But with 
personality she would be welcome accord- 
ing to the degree with which imperfect 


features were balanced by personality. 


We have all of us noticed that certain 
beautiful women fail to wear well. When 
first we see them we are vastly attracted 
by their looks. Then we lose interest. Why ? 
Lack of personality. One can conceal almost 
any physical shortcoming but I defy anyone 
to hide a lack of individuality. 


OFTEN think that Nature in heaping a 

largess of physical assets on these natural 
“beauties,” deliberately plays a mean joke. 
At any rate they are betrayed, seemingly 
by their own beauty. They come to be- 
lieve, through listening to flattery, that 
enly physical attractions count. Even when 
they are intelligent enough to do so, they 
make no effort to develop a_ personality. 
they expect everyone to try to please them, 


| instead of trying to be agreeable to others. 


}an unusual 
| cultivate it 


On the other hand, day after day, we see 
the homely sister easily thrusting the beauty 
into the background. Again, personality, the 
beginning and end of all feminine charm. 

The universal idea is that personality, like 
genius, is something the individual is born 
with but may never acquire. That is true 
only to a very limited extent. One may 
cultivate a degree of personality that will 
meet every demand, just as the earnest 
striver in any other field often leaves the 
natural born, but lazy genius far behind. 

Of course the woman who is born with 
personality and continues to 
has the jump on the woman 
who has only a negative character to begin 
with; and where in addition she has been 
favored with physical beauty she is apt to 
become one of the romantic figures of history. 

Personality in dress is a feminine weapon 
much overlooked. To adapt an old saying, 
women have form and features wished on 
them but they can at least choose their own 
dresses. And that is a boon beyond com- 
putation, although few women seem to 
know enough to turn it to advantage. Good 
dressing won't turn a homely woman into 
a beauty but bad dressing will assuredly 


change a comely woman into a frump. 
Good dressing, as every woman knows 
though she may not admit it to her hus- 


band, is not dependent on heavy spending. 
Nowadays, very effective dresses may be 
bought at amazingly low prices. That is 
why the stenographer out for lunch often 
outshines milady whose costume cost more 
than the stenographer’s yearly salary. 

Why, then, doesn’t the woman without 
taste seek advice from some one who has 
it? Because no woman realizes, much less 
admits, her deficiency in this respect. Ask 
the milliner or the modiste. See if they 
haven't been forced to the conclusion that 
the “ves-yes” method, being the line of 
least resistance, is the most profitable. 

The majority of women follow the pre- 
vailing mode regardless of whether it suits 
them or not. Mrs. Hefty, weight 175, will 
accept nothing but that gown so effective 
on Miss Sylph, the young model, while 


Vera Thyn insists on that dress which is s 
alluring when worn by Mile. Plump. 

Once at a hotel I was fascinated by the 
appearance of a young girl at the news. 
stand. She possessed that amazing coloring 
that belongs to the perfect blonde of thc 
northern races. She had vivacity, poise 
good features and beautiful neck and arms. 
That girl, I decided, would lend distinction 
to the beauty show that a friend of mine 
was organizing. 

Then one day she walked from behind 
the counter, and smash went all my visions! 
The upper portion of her anatomy had 
absolutely no right to be attached to the 
lower. It seemed as though Nature might 
have been playing with a set of those card- 
board puzzle pictures consisting of separat 
heads, bodies and legs, and had carelessly 
fitted the upper part of a goddess to th 
extremities of a baboon. She was all curves 
from the waist down, but not of the right 
sort. Knobs would be the better word 
And all this was strikingly evident because 
the poor girl was wearing a_fashionabk 
skirt—too tight, too short, and too reveal- 
ing for her particular style of legs. So she 
didn’t graduate from the newsstand to the 
stage because legs are important. 


But it is not alone in matters of dress 
that women are slaves to the mode. Take 
the matter of bobbed hair. A few years 


ago some radical females in Greenwich Vil- 
lage dared do it. The effect was hailed as 
“cute” by bored masculinity. The fair sex 
as a whole did a right about face and dis- 
covered that the bob was hygienic and 
time-saving. At least so they told their 
sweethearts, their husbands and their sons. 


HERE was a girl in one Broadway 

show, a finished dancer with a pretty 
face, beautiful hair, and an exceptional form. 
Her hair was really a crowning glory. 

Then the Bob Bug bit her and she se- 
lected a boyish bob, cut so tightly to the 
head that, as the distracted stage manager 
averred, one could have seen her thinking ii 
she had been equipped to do any such thing. 
At that she wasn’t so bad until one hap- 
pened to get a front view of her. Then 
horrors! The wholesale shearing had un- 
covered a pair of enormous ears. 

The wardrobe mistress had a stroke of 
genius. She suggested that the ears be 
fastened back close to the head with pieces 
of adhesive plaster. It worked. The effect 
was fine. But an hour later the stage man- 
ager dashed into the producer’s office ac- 
tually tearing his hair. In the midst of the 
big tableau number of the show, an en- 
semble in which delicacy was the keynote, 
the adhesive, softened by the heat of the 
stage lights had let go suddenly and the 
ears had flapped forward with a_ most 
astounding effect on the people in the front 
rows. She was given the choice of wearing 
a wig while her hair grew in or looking for 
another engagement. At my last informa- 
tion she was still looking. 

If only women would realize that it is 
individual, not universal style that makes for 
beauty. If only they would spend as much 
time and energy and _ intelligence keeping 
tabs on their own good points as they do 
tallying up their bridge scores—they would 
find the game of being beautiful was one 
in which there are no losers. Everyone 
who plays, according to the ten command 
ments of beauty wins something—whether 
it be increased poise and self-confidence or 
widespread admiration. 


3 jon of two men would you say loved a woman more 


the man who 


was willing to ruin his career and permit himself to be branded as a 
thief to save her reputation or the man who, having married her for love alone, 
was willing to take himself out of the picture completely in order that she might 
marry someone else? “Perhaps you'll be able to decide after you have read 
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A Romance 
of the Sea 


[Continued from page 41] 


for his firm. He was too shy and self- 
effacing to seek an introduction to the lady 
but one night in the smoking room he was 
thrown in a group with her by chance and 
they met. 

It was interesting to watch him. His 
eves shone with fervent admiration. “I 
saw you once on the stage,” he managed to 
tell her with a choke and a blush, “and 
you were glorious.” 

Their eyes met in one of those odd flashes 
of understanding that only psychologists can 
explain. The rich young idler sensed some- 
thing and immediately took her away for 
a walk on deck but she came back pres- 
ently and sat beside her new admirer. 

All of us now beheld the stirring of ro- 
mance. Here was a situation. The rich 
youth drank deeply of his brandy and con- 
sumed cigarette after cigarette in deep in- 
halations. 


His attitude became sneering. “Your first 


crossing ?” he inquired of the sudden usurper 


and when told that it was, he replied, “I 
thought so’—as though many crossings 
made the man. 

All of us tried tactfully to turn the con- 
versation into other channels but to no 
avail. He inquired his rival’s business and 
was told he was connected with a broker- 
age house. 

“Clerks as a rule don’t get to cross the 
ocean,” was the observation. 

“It happens,” was the cold rejoinder, “I 
am not a clerk but a junior member of the 
firm.” 
but more the casual statement of a calm 
fact. 

Here the young girl interposed with, “I 
see no necessity for rudeness, Jim. I think 
it better for you to walk the deck with me 
and clear your head.” He got up in a 
befuddled way and accompanied her but 
not before she had bestowed upon her new 
admirer a warming smile. He stood and 
gravely bowed the gratitude he doubtless 
felt. 


SAW little of my broker friend for the 
next few days. He seemed to be keeping 
to his cabin save for early morning and 
late evening deck walking. But the dancer 
and her rich swain were much in evidence 
and he appeared to be drinking harder than 
ever. Several times he made himself ob- 
noxious to passengers, boasting of his wealth 
and social position. And she seemed to have 
grown very serious and be constantly scan- 
ning the ship for a face she could not find. 
So the ship plowed its sturdy way toward 
Havre and the incident was forgotten. It 
was the morning of reaching port that I 
came out of my cabin to seek a bit of 
information at the inquiry office. 

Down the companionway I saw a rather 
furtive figure tuck a note under a doorway 
and whisk away with the deftness of a 
humming bird. I passed by and noted the 
name on the card at the door was that of 
the broker. I had recognized the furtive 
figure as the dancer. A week later I saw 
them strolling down a sunlit path at Monte 
Carlo that led to the sea. 

And the moral, if there be any, is that 
even a musical revue dancer admires so- 
briety more than drunkenness, modesty more 
than wordly display and best of all man- 
liness more than riches. 


There was nothing of boastfulness | 
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“*Joli Memoire”’ 
Face Powder 
is 50c. 
The ‘‘Thinest” 
Compact is 
priced at $1. 


HANS 
PLATO 


Smart women from New York to the 
Golden Coast are seeking an odeur of 
sophistication and new allure—an odeur 
to mate with Modern Fashion. Tre-Jur 
conceived Charvai—a fragrance delight- 
fully different and strangely seductive. 


Like Tre-Jur’s famous Jo/i- Memoire fra- 
grance, Charvai may be obtained in all 
the newest Tre-Jur Compacts — the 
charming watch-case “Little One”; the 
new “Thinest” Cexquisitely slim) — in 
modish gun- metal, or lacquered to har- 
monize with the smartest costume colors. 


Tre-Jur’s Face Powder 
1s Pre-Blended 


Its making marks an epoch in the devel- 
opment of beauty aids. The delicate airi- 
ness of a light powder, and the body and 
“cling” of a heavy powder, have been 
pre-blended. The resultant powder is ca- 
ressingly smooth. It clings but does not 
cake. It hides the pores, but does not 
clog them. It banishes shine and sallow- 
ness—and lends a pearly radiance to your 
skin that remains for hours. Try it! 


Tre-Jur Toiletries are sold at all leading stores! 
The House of Tre-Jur, Inc., Paris and New York! 
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GLEBEAS 
IMPORTATION CO. 
649 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY 
Enclosed is 2 cents co cover postage. Kindly 
send sample of Rosctone Rouge. If other shade is desired, 


check: PERFECT MEDIUM RASPBERRY CHERITONE (J ORANGE-GLO 
Name 

ADDRESS 

City ..STATE 


HAVE PRETTY ROUND 
FACE AND NECK 
Instead of unsightly hollows 
RESULTS GUARANTEED 


CIENCE now offers you a 
sure delightful way to put on 
flesh where you need it No 
lieting or tiresome exercise 
Simply apply Tiffany Tissue 
Builder. It isa secret compound 
of amazing tissue building oils, 
It has brought new attractive 
beauty to thousands. Hollow 
cheeks and temples, skinny 
necks, under developed busts 
round out almost at once—firm— 
dainty—beautiful. Crow's feet 
and wrinkles disappear as tho by 
magic. The soothing tissue building oils will not irritate 
the most tender skin. Neither will they grow hair, 
Results guaranteed and your money promptly refunded 
if you are not delighted after four weeks’ use according to 
lirections. Price $3.00. Send check, money order or cur- 


If you prefer send no 


rency and we will send prepaid. 
with 


money but deposit $3.00 plus few cents postage 
postman when he delivers it. 

TIFFANY LABORATORIES Inc. 
1131 K Hanna Building, Cleveland, O. 


SHORT STORY WRITING 


One pupil won a $2000 prize. Another 
pupil earned over $5000 in spare time. 
Hundreds are selling constantly to lead- 
ing publishers. 

Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lesson course in writing and marketin «| 
the Short-Story and sample copy of THE 
WRITER’S MONTHLY free. Write today. 


= The Home Correspondence Schoo! 
1 Dept. 4 Springfield, Mass. 


| you 


You, My Beloved 


[Continued from page 17] 


a big round silver ball ready for me to kick 
here or there. 

Nine o'clock found me in your room. I 
buried my telltale face in the fragrance of 
a great cabbage rose which stood in a jar 
on the table. “Gorgeous!” I said. 

“Yes, the Mater sent them up this morn- 
ing. Well, it’s good to see you again. Come 
and sit down. No, over here.” You signed 
a place next to you. “Did you get my let- 
|ters? But, of course, you didn’t answer 
| them !”’ 
| There was opportunity for a cool, 
|I didn’t have time.” Instead I said: 
“They weren’t forwarded till yesterday.” 


“No, 


ACTFULLY you put me right with, 

“You little fibber! I expect you were 
much too busy enjoying yourself to bother. 
Never mind, I'll forgive you. But I haven't 
told you yet about my concert.” 

“Singing at one?” 

“Giving one!” 

“Oh, how exciting! Where is it to be?” 

“At the Aeolian Hall.” You bundled a 
sheaf of papers in my. lap. “Look, here’s 
the announcement, ‘Mr. Richard Brading 
will give a vocal recital on Wednesday, 
June 21, 1913, at three-fifteen’.” 

“T'll come and sit in the front row and 
clap like fury.” 

“You'll have to. Hope to goodness some- 
body else will, too. Still, Stephen Ridge- 
way has promised to bring a crowd; then 
there'll be old John, and Daphne phoned 
me for a bundle of tickets this morning.” 

“Who's Daphne?” I knew I shouldn’t 
have asked. 

“Haven't I told you about Daphne? Mrs. 
Roylance, to give her her full title, rather 
an amusing little person, who pretends to 
have a certain interest in me. Doesn't get 
on very well with her husband.” 

Mentally I pictured her, this Daphne, 
witty, fair, of your set, having all the ad- 
vantages of a married woman who doesn’t 
get on very well with her husband! 

“Why? Is he unkind to her?” I didn’t 
like the idea of this Daphne. You got up 
and opened the piano. 

“Oh, I expect so; blacks her eyes every 
Saturday night when she asks him for the 
beer money,” you said. “Come and play 
| something.” 

“I dare say she manages to do them her- 
| self most other nights of the week,” I added. 
|I couldn't resist it. 
| You ignored this little show of claws and 
| brought out a bundle of songs. I played 
a few bars of “Pierette,” broke off and 
| wandered into the wistful, haunting melody 
lo of MacDowell’s “Water Lily.’ 
| 


Your, “Go on, I like that thing,” was, 
of course, quite sufficient to drive every 
note of music from my brain. The mere 
| presence of you was disturbing enough, but 
to know that you were standing there, 
listening, perhaps criticizing, reduced me to 
a state of frozen self-consciousness. It was 
too sickening. Should I never be able to 
show myself to you as a moderately in- 
telligent human being? 

I got up from the piano. “I must go,” I 
said. You stood over me, looking down 
into my upturned face, and your eyes said, 
“Stay.” 

Aloud, you declared, “It’s early. Look, 
only half-past ten; you don’t want to go 
vet, do you?” The tender inflection you 
made of, “do you?” Another step brought 
close to me. I closed my eyes, not 
daring to meet this dizzy joy, the very 


| thought of which left me breathless and 


mute. 
“No, really I must go,” I heard myself 


90 


saying faintly. Still we stood there wait- 
ing, waiting. You, for the sign I longed 
to give, yet dared not, while I, still dream- 
crusted with convention, deemed it beyond 
possibility to help you an inch of the 
way. 

So we waited for what never came while 
the angels whispered and smiled. Outside 
your flat my heart cried out in a surge of 
bitter regret for the heavenly moment that 
might have been, and was now so utterly 


lost. Idiots! Idiots that we were, both 
of us. Something must be done and at 
once. 


Without stopping to think, with an im- 
pulse as swift as the wind, I flew back and 
rang your bell. Even as I waited, the hot 
shameful thought ran through me, suppos- 
ing after all I had been mistaken—the 
humiliation. 

The door swung back. 

“It’s my latch-key,” 
must have left it here.” 

I allowed you to conduct the 
search, while in my heart I prayed, 
derstand. Oh, understand!” 

You came out to where I stood in the 
dimly lighted hall. 

“It’s not there.” 

“Isn't it?” I faltered. How to get away? 

Suddenly our eyes met and in that swiit 
look a flame leaped up. In a second your 
arms folded me; your lips closed on mine. 
Even I had not imagined the magic of that 
moment. 


I explained. “I 


futile 
“Un- 


T WAS shortly after this that the War- 

grave episode occurred, but you won't re- 
member much about it. I told you very lit- 
tle at the time. I only have a vague recol- 
lection of it myself, but a very practical 
reminder still remains in the shape of a 
four inch scar on my left hand. I had been 
rowing with some friends. It was just be- 
fore landing for dinner that it took place. 
The lock was, of course, overcrowded. Just 
before the swing of the gates another boat 
crashed into ours—a terrific report of 
splintering wood, a sudden stream of blood 
and some one shouting, “Oh, some brandy,” 
while I, ruefully regarded what, only a few 
moments before, had been a perfectly good 
right hand. 

At eight o'clock the following morning 
they had to give me another anesthetic, 
since the Wargrave doctor, being all against 
labor on Sunday evenings, had bungled 
his job so badly that more stitches had to 


be put in. I thoroughly enjoyed my con- 
valescence. A succession of pale crépe de 
Chine wrappers, a flower-filled room, the 


inevitable bunch of grapes at my side, Jill 
to make me laugh, a low-voiced, subdued 
aunt, and a lamb of a doctor who fathered, 
mothered and nursed me like the angel he 
was. And your last note burning a hole 
under my pillow and through my heart, 
“When can I come and see you? Isn't this 
too sickening to happen just when we had 
found each other? Sweetheart, I’ve been in 
love with you for such a long time—” 

What more could any fairy princess want? 
The stars? The moon? I had them all. 
The thought of our next meeting filled me 
with breathless, hushed wonder. It had 
come then, the Great Adventure, and I tip- 
toed gently to meet it, lest the bloom of it 
be rubbed off. 

The memorable day came at last, the 
twenty-first of June, the great day of your 
concert. Up and down Bond Street we 
paced, Jill and I, while I endured for you 
and with you, through the most agonizing 
moments. Piloted by Jill, I found myself in 
the concert hall, a vague medley of lights 
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and flowers, well-dressed men and women. | 
We took our seats in the center of the third 
row. 

“Can’t you smell blue blood?” murmured 
jill. “Tiaras under their hats and seed- 
pearl coronets. Am glad I don’t have to 
compete with this beauty chorus; shouldn’t 
have a dog’s chance. Ah, here it comes, all 
dressed up like a sponge-cake.” 

There was a gentle clapping of hands, 
quick whisperings and rustlings of dresses 
being settled, while the accompanist rolled | 
out the conventional first chords. I looked) 
up and your eyes gave me an intimate) 
look that glowed its way into my heart. | 
Then you bowed in a way that signified, | 
“] don’t care a darn about you but as I’m| 
here [ll sing to you.” I knew there was! 
nothing to fear for you. Your quiet gaze 
wandered down the hall. Your dark} 
shadowy eyes swept up and down the aisles 
till they rested reassuringly on me, and 
flashed a message which said, “Don’t be 
afraid for me, I’m all right.” 


S I listened to the first few bars of 
liquid melody which poured from your 
throat like a golden fire that held the audi- 
ence in spellbound wonder, I could not 
doubt that you were indeed all right. 
You were no longer Richard Brading, a 
conventional figu: of a man standing on a 
raised platform with its fringe of flowers, | 
singing to this gathering of smirking critics. 
With those first few bars of “Ich Liebe 
Dich” your soul revealed itself: a lamp of 
beauty, a primitive, naked thing, calling to 
your mate, imploring her, dragging the heart 
out of her with those words of flame and 
making her imperishably yours. And these 
enthralled, listening women, with lace softly 
stirring at their white throats, their pearls 
rising and falling in even cadence, their 
scented skins and the pale flowers at their 
breasts, heard you. Their hungry hearts 
and eyes answered you. 

During the storm of applause which fol- 
lowed, Jill exclaimed, “You poor lamb, 
you're in for a bad time. A man who can 
sing like that—Nona, is it going to be worth 
while ?” 

“T think it’s going to be terrible but very 
much worth while,” I replied. 

“It will certainly be awful all right, but 
I don’t mind admitting I rather envy you. 
I've never met anything quite so compell- 
ingly attractive; there’s a kind of forceful 
vitality about him, flint and cold steel en- 
casing a blazing furnace. He makes you 
think of biting east winds and warm, cosy, 
fire-lit rooms. He could be hard as granite, 
though, and as immovable.” 

“IT know. It’s like that I see him.” 

“Cruel, too.” 

“T know.” 

“Oh, of course, he’s in your blood; you’re 
ripe for a life sentence. And if it’s a broken 
heart you’re after, I should think he could 
be relied on to do it in just that way one’s 
heart would most wish to be broken.” 

“If it’s a broken heart you're after—” 
How often Jill’s flippant little sentence has 
run through my mind since those days. 
Even then it struck coldly at me as a warn- 
ing. 

Nine o’clock that same evening found 
me in your lamp-shaded room in answer 
to your usual telephone summons. The 
soft warm glow closed round me in a 
caressing welcome; the scent from the jar of 
country roses, your books, pipes, the open 
piano, all the dear familiar signs of you I 
was learning to know and love so well. 

“T thought after this afternoon’s reception 
you would have had at least a dozen invita- 
tions to accept, and dinners to eat,” I said. 
“Did they rent you to atoms, those women? 
Let me see if your head is completely 
turned.” 


GDP: 


GBABAGAS 


“Completely!” you answered and pulled 
me down to your side. 
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BEAUTY BATH SECRET 


ASTIDIOUS women who 
desire a soft, smooth skin 
should try the marvelous Linit 


Beauty Bath— 


It is sensational in immediate 
results—no discomfort—no 
waiting — and trifling expense! 


Merely dissolve half a pack- 
age of Linit in a half tubful of 
warm ereeapibany in the usual 
way, usin our lavorite soa 
texture it is soft and smooth as 
the finest velvet—as well as per-~ 
fect in elasticity and suppleness. 


Linit gives the skin just the 
right amount of lubrication. It 
neither takes away too much of 
the necessary oil in the skin, 
which often makes it chafed and 
inflamed, nor does it dry up the 
skin by clogging the natural oil 


in the pores. 


Corn Products Refining Co., Department ©. 


Starch from corn is the main 
ingredient of Linit and being a 
pers vegetable product, is abso- 


utely harml ess. 


In fact, starch from corn is 
generally recommended by doc- 
tors for the tender skin of babies. 


If you cannot believe that a 
fine laundry starch like Linit 
also makes a marvelous beauty 
bath, we suggest that you make 
this simple test: 


After dissolving a handful or 
so of Linit in a basin of warm 
water, wash your hands. The 
instant your hands come in con- 
tact with the water you are 
aware of a smoothness Tike rich 
cream—and after you dry your 
hands your skin has a delight- 
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liquid) used on an average of twice a 

week—will keep your armpits dry and 
odorless—and also save your clothing from de- 
structive perspiration stains. 


- NONSPI, used and endorsed by physicians and 
nurses, does not actually stop perspiration—it de- 
stroys the odor and diverts the underarm perspira- 
tion to other parts of the body where there is better 
evaporation. 


A FEW drops of NONSPI (an antiseptic 


More than a million other men and women also 
use and endorse NONSPI. It keeps their arm- 
pits dry and odorless and protects their cloth- 
ing. They use NONSPI the year around— 
spring, summer, fall and winter. 


Why be embarrassed? Why permit costly cloth- 
ing to be destroyed by underarm perspiration? 
You can rid yourself of this condition and its 
disagreeable odor by using NONSPI—an old, 
tried and proven preparation. 


Try NONSPI! Purchase a bottle from your 
Toilet Goods Dealer or Druggist for 50c 
(several months’ supply) or if you prefer 


Accept our 10c Trial Offer 
(several weeks’ supply) 


The Nonspi Company For the enclosed toc (coin 
2626 Walnut Street or stamps) send me a trial 
Kansas City, Mo. size bottle of NONSPI 


A Compressed 
th reme 


Jey this Nout Method 


—to clear and soften your skin | 
as jar creams never have! 


ruly unique creme—tose pink and almond scented. Contains 
nported cosmetic oils; tifiers not obtainable im jar 
n Concentrated, d into a dainty cake 
Mel as yO trom pretty oval con- 
att Clea clea s skin—reduces pores, 
teeds tissues, wsthout growing hair A marvelous powder base, 
blend powder and rouge pertectly, prev spottiness. Guaranteed 
safe, pure. All stores. New oval container or original cake torm 600. 


Send for the charming 
|} little packet of SEM- 
PRAY beautifiers con- 

taining seven-day supply 
AB of SEM-PRAY creme, 
“] generous trial package of 
SEM-PRAY Powder and 
liberal supply of SEM- | 
PRAY Rouge. Just clip 
and mail coupon below. |} 


Sem-Pray 


tc, SEM-PRAY Salons, Dept. A-34 
. Michigan 
wus 7-day trial packet of SEM-PRAY Com- 
SEM-PRAY Face Powder and SEM-PRAY Roug 
nts for packing and mailir 


Package of 
FREE" 
deautihers 


those silly 
females purring and fussing over you as if 
you were a pet Pekingese. Still, I'll admit 


“TI don’t wonder, with all 


}you did sing tolerably well; you only 
| flatted four times during the whole after- 
Don’t that hurt? On the whole I 
feel very honored to be invited to spend an 
evening with England’s future Caruso, the 
nightingale of Britain. Can nightingales be 
{baritones? I always imagined they were 
sopranos.” I got up to search for a match. 

For safety, as a kind of home in this 
great game, I kept the conversation an- 
chored to a light banter, since the mere 
fact of your presence left me without guard 
or defense. 

“As a matter of fact, I did have several 
more or less tempting invitations for to- 
|night, but there’s something very boring 
about people you don’t care a twopenny 
hoot for.” 

“A most flattering explanation of my pres- 
ence here!” 


“Old silly! You don’t want me to flatter 


“Well, come here. What shall I tell you? 
I can’t tell you anything while you stand 
so far away. Thats >etter Why, you're 
such a little thing, just sc sugh—as high as 
my heart—and I can’t tell you anything 
because of the beat of it. Hear it? Oh, 
my dear, you know all the real things that 
I want to tell you.” 

“No.” The dizzy joy of your arms en- 
folding me. 

“T love you like this and this and this.” 
The words broke from you as a fanfare of 
silver trumpets. Your kisses imprisoned my 
mouth, inflaming my heart and radiating 
to every bit of me. The room became 
blurred in a warm haze of joy. I heard 
the broken murmur of your words of love. 

Thrilled with the wonder of them I stirred 
into the spring of life itself as the first 
bright grass is stirred from the earth. Pound- 
ing thoughts whirled round and round in 
my brain. I passed into a drifting ecstasy, 
|}so heaven-sent that it seemed no sorrow 
in the world could ever touch me again. 
But presently, with a leaden weariness over- 
spreading me I left you and went back to 
my own home. 

After that I began to try and avoid you. 


INALLY, when I could bear it no more, 

I phoned you, and in a small voice which 
seemed to come from my toes, suggested 
that I was still living at the same address. 
Your curt, “I’ve been busy,” sent my heart 
flying down to my boots. I made a des- 
perate pact with myself; I would not see 
you any more. 

And finally, when I had grown almost 
resigned, a sudden message arrived lifting 
me to the highest heaven, and there were 
| joys undreamed of, hugged closer for their 
long delay. 

In August we separated. You were to 
stay with your beloved John Grant in Scot- 
land, and I with my aunt in Devon. In 


| your letters you told me of all your doings, 


fishing you were enjoying, of the 
“seven-point-royal” you had shot, just a 
boyish account of a healthy, happy holiday. 
| “Still unentangled!” you ended since I+ had 
jokingly teased you that you would return 
engaged. 

It must have seemed more than strange 
that loving each other as we did the pos- 
cou of your marrying never escaped me. 


the 


I could even look on it coldly, placidly, 


accept it with tolerance and realize that 


™ |some day it would have to be. 

; I pictured this future wife of yours as 
rich society woman, who could 
and give you all 
most needed, while 
keeping, 


some stately, 
help you in your career 
the material things you 
your love would still be in my 
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safe and happy. Your marriage was clearly 
to be one of convenience. The possibility 
of our marrying never occurred to me. Nor 
would I have wished it. 

Your love, which was to me the very 
breath of life, was all that I needed. | 
would guard it fiercely and proudly, with 
a savage sense of protection. I would not 
allow one ugly thought or action to blemish 
its shining radiance. I wore it as a cloak 
of golden splendor, a flood of sunshine 
warming my soul, and I would take no 
risks with such possessions. Was it my, 
fault that I was shot through and through 
with romantic fire, borne on a tide of in- 
fatuation which long years were never able 
to diminish ? 

The nakedness of those barren weeks was 
gloriously crowned by those blessed hours 
spent with you, when because you were the 
selfish, careless, irresponsible, attractive per- 
son you were, I was to learn to fall in with 
whatever your mood happened to be. I 
found myself being swung along with all 
your whims and desires. You were un 
satisfying, brilliant, unstable and changing 
as the wind. 


HAVE happy memories of all that first 


winter. We did the theaters and often 
dined together at our little Jermyn Street 
restaurant. You accepted many singing en- 


gagements at that time. I had the key to 
your flat and would be waiting for you in 
the fire-lit room on your return. The pos- 
sibility of being discovered by my aunt 
often occurred to me when I slipped back 
home at two and three o'clock in the 
morning, but the danger of the situation 
held no great terror for me. Shipwrecks, 
wars, floods and revolutions could not have 
kept me from you. I knew, of course, that 
had the worst happened and she had found 
me with you at that hour of the night I 
should have been turned out to starve in the 
true Lyceum style. 

It must be remembered that this was 
1913 and my aunt’s upbringing was early 
much too early—Victorian. To her way oi 
thinking no girl who spent long hours un- 
chaperoned in a man’s flat, even in broad 
daylight, could possibly be nice to know. 
But at night! Horrors! It was unthink- 
able. And I, stamed and blasted beyond 
recognition, should surely never be allowed 
to darken any door of hers again. 

But it seemec at twenty, with moderate 
luck, one migh take chances, and although 
my heart beat like a drum, my feet never 
made a sound I opened the front door 
and went over t> .ne welcome of your lamp- 
lit, shadowed room. Under the circum- 
stances, one could hardly have blamed her 
for taking the worst view of things. In the 
average person. mind I should have been 
making straight for the devil by the quick- 
est route. 

Inwardly I had no doubts as to the 
ultimate future of our affair, but I was 
willing to let that future take care of itself. 
I had skirmished round the edges of minor 
adventures, but with my idiotically romantic 
and imaginative ideals, I had to keep the 
white-fastness of my soul fragrantly pre- 
pared for the coming of my gentle knight. 
It was the thought of the real thing that 
held me entranced. Well! here it was. And 
I still hesitated in a moon-white amour of 
virgin pride. 

I suddenly developed a taste for fashion 
drawing. I found I could do it and I 
found my sketches sold. I wanted money 
to buy frocks, and lots of them, so why 
not? To my utter surprise, I managed to 
get commissions from two papers, one of 
which ceased to function soon after I joined 
it. The other paid me when they remem- 
bered to, but showered theater tickets on 
me with persistent liberality. 

You or Jill accompanied me on_ these 
occasions, while I sketched the heroine's 
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sibility frock and described lines, draperies and | ee 
Nor colorings. It was great fun. Jill and I) 
generally used to do the matinees and drift | 
P Very into Fuller’s for tea, where we would sit | 
ed. | and talk till they turned out the lights. 
» With Jill and I would always have to meet round 
Id not street corners or in tea shops. I was not 
lemish permitted to receive her at the flat when 
cloak my aunt was there. 
“ee “That girl,’ my aunt would sniff, “no! 
ce ho thank you. If you can’t find a companion | ee : 
it my) whose morals are less elastic—” Disinfectant P 
“ye ND I would flare, “There’s nothing 
r able wrong with Jill’s morals. I wish I 
had half as decent an outlook—” 
cS Was “Decent is hardly the word I would ial 
hours chosen !” 
re the “Well then, tolerant, if it suits you| 
e per- better. But it really doesn’t matter. The | 
1 with fact is you don’t like any of my friends. | 
be. I If they had minds like exercise books and 
th all their greatest thrill was embroidery and 
e un dusting the drawing-room, you’d receive 
anging them with open arms. But because they | 
like theaters and dancing, and having a| 
good time generally, they’re only fit for | 
t first reformatories and prisons.” 
sa, “A good time!” Aunt Harriet would say. 
Street “Well, why not? Isn't it usual? Isn't, 
it natural? Doesn’t everybody want 
cae te good time? People don’t come up and 
oe say, ‘Hello! how are you? Doing a nice 
‘geting lot of work?’ They say, ‘Hello! How are 
ps you? Having a good time?’ Just because | 
wer Jill's pretty and amusing and attracts men, 
ihe you treat her as though she had typhoid.” | 
My aunt set her mouth obstinately. “She 
uation 
has a bad influence over you. 
“ “Do you find me so easily led?” I in- 
Some . do not wish to argue but I will not 
cht I receive Jillian Harper here, and that’s 
ie the enough. You had better go and help Ellen 
peel the apples for lunch.” 
Loe “What, dumplings again?” I groaned. 
a day keeps the doctor away,” S ll ee h 99 
she said. 
“Well, thank heaven an onion’s not neces- e€ oirl he married 
sary in this household.” 
know. anual rons your friends away if I L imey they were first married, Realizing this, the makers of 
nek “Heavens! If you approved of them, I five years ago, they likedto “Lysol” Disinfectant have pre- 
Sad should want them to keep away!” dance together, go motoring to- _ pared a booklet called “The Sci- 
Jill and et Puller’s, ot gether, play golf together. They entificSideof Health and Youth.” 
We still like to do those things to- It gives the facts about this vital 
never of plays, games, sex, the girl’s point of gether today. subject. Send the coupon now. 
en bared = Bary ayy view, in fact She is still the girl he married. The booklet will reach you in a 
Jill’s of imagination or During the years following plain envelope. It is free. 
d her sentiment. appily void of constancy she : n ‘ 
n the gave reign to alt her instincts, which were her marriage, she has protected Inthe meantime, take noneed- 
been primitive. She went where she liked, did her zest for living, her health less, dangerous chances. Buy a 
uick- what she liked, as often as she liked and ee. 7 
with whom she liked, and emerged a sane, and youthiahnees, and “stayed bottle of “Lysol” Disinfectant 
the young with him by the correct at your druggist’s today. Com- 
was ure worshipper. No half ways for Jill, no Rh ° ° 
itself. demigame, no looking back. She knew practice of feminine hygiene. plete, explicit directions come 
minor what she wanted and she wasn’t afraid to But feminine hygiene, wrong- with every bottle. 
1antic grab it when it came along. And it gen- ly practiced does more harm 
> the erally did. ig . Made by Lysol, Incorporated, a 
pre- Thoughts of the one great adventure held than good. Using the wrong dis- division of Lehn & Fink Products 
Jill, whose creed was variety ! infectant may lead Company. Sole distributors, Lehn & 
that or Jill there were no torturing mountains : ink 
And of doubt and fear, no haunting mental to very serious con- 
ur of agonies. She had the true cave-woman in- sequ S. i ») Limi 
stincts, a savage little bundle of impulses, by & 
vital and alluring, twinkling for life and a 
nd good time. 
oney Men first noticed her because she was LEHN & FINK, Inc., Sole Distributors, Bloomfield, N. J. 
why vivacious and feminine, liked her because Department 203 
ed to she was amusing, stimulating and a gay Please send me, free, your booklet, “The Scientific Side 
1e ol companion. They loved her because she of Health and Youth.” 
oined took them and their love lightly and was : 
nem- always elusively halfway through the next : 
s on affair before they had time to realize that I etre a 
they were back numbers. She was a pre- * Lysol” Disinfectant is sold at 
these war girl with a post-war temperament. retail only in the brown bottle 
yine’s At Fuller’s we would order our favorite packed in the yellow carton. Lehn & Fink, Inc., 1928 
charlotte russe, walnut cake and tea. 
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Add to the joy 
of the open road— 
this pleasure-giving 
refreshment. 


Between Smokes and 
After Every Meal 


W 5 


Vacation Money! 


ONG summer days are coming. Already one feels the call 
of the mountains, the seashore, the woods and lakes. And, 
of course, you will want plenty of extra money for your 

own glorious, joyous vacation. 

Our pleasant spare-time, money-making plan is just the thing 
that will bring it to you. Last year we paid our friends thousands 
of dollars for their vacation funds. This year we'll pay even 
more. No experience or capital needed—just a few leisure 
moments to spend at the pleasant work of acting as our 
representative. 

If you want—not only plenty of vacation money—but a year 
round spare-time income that may grow into hundreds of dollars, 
mail the coupon below for a complete free money-making outfit. 


{~~"This coupon may lead to hundreds of dollars—MAIL IT NOW!"~"" 


Dept. SS-628-B, International Magazine Co., Inc., 
57th St. at Eighth Ave., New York, N. Y. 

Without obligation to me, please send me a complete free money-making outfit for 
earning vacation funds, or a steady year-round spare-time income, 
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“Let’s sit out of the limelight today, 
Nona,” she would say. “I had a_ hectic 
time last night and my usually flawless 
complexion won’t stand too much illumi- 
nation! Iris Rawlings gave a dance and we 
all got fervent about three A. M. We 
finished up at Dale’s studio with kippers 
and tea and tinned asparagus cooked over 
the oil-stove. We dug his sister, Anita, out 
of bed. You remember her, don’t you? 
A-large blonde with brass color hair? She 
finally appeared looking like the deuce with 
a blue and yellow skiing suit slung over a 
night-dress, and red Turkish slippers, and 
started reciting all over us till she very 
nearly put out the party.” 


“CHE was entitled to a spot of just re- 

\J venge. You wouldn’t expect her to be 
exactly mellow with joy at being dragged 
from her beauty sleep at that hour of the 
dawn. Did Val go with you or did you 
leave him to cool in Iris’s umbrella stand 
as usual?” 

“Oh, he wanted to push me off at twelve, 
just as the fun was beginning, so I let him 
potter away on his own.” 

“After coming all the way up from South 
Kensington to fetch you? You're the 
limit 

I was sorry for Val, whose faithful heart 
had borne the imprint of Jill’s heels for 
the last year. 

She lit a cigarette, and softly sang, 
“*Treat ‘em rough; catch ‘em young and 
tell ‘em nothing.’ A golden rule, my child, 
for quick results and no complications!” 

“But,” I argued, “he’s a nice chap and 
terribly fond of you. After all, there is an 
understanding.” 

“An understanding that there will never 
be anything but that. We couldn’t marry 
for years and years, and he can’t expect 
to keep me hanging like a bloater on a 
string in a fishmonger’s shop.” 

“IT suppose it’s Larry now! Do you im- 
agine yourself in love with him?” 

“Can't we please each other without lov- 
ing? You're always digging too deep. Can't 
you be satisfied to skim a little? What 
about you and your young man? How is 
our Hero, still pale but persistent? Have 
you slipped on the moral banana skin yet, 
or may I still stroke your hair and call 
you girl friend?” 

“Ha!” I replied, “that will be all for 
today, thank you.” 

The orchestra was breaking its heart over 
“Un Peu d'Amour,” and we listened for a 
few moments. Presently Jill took hold of 
my arm. “Seriously though, Nona, are 
things going well?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 
too fair.” 

“Why? You still see each other often?” 

“Every day, and then not for weeks. 
Lately I’ve been doing some accompanying 
for him while he gives lessons; that’s all 
right. But it’s the evenings, Jill, that I can’t 
stand. I don’t see how we can go on like 
this much longer.” 

“IT don’t understand what’s holding you 
back. You've been crazy about each other 
for months now. Don’t you trust him, or 
what is it?” 

I pushed my plate away and turned to 
Jill, whose gray eyes were fixed on me 
with a look of wonder. 

“Fear,” I said. 

“Fear of what? Penalties?” 

“Yes, but not the kind of penalties you 
mean. Fear of losing him, fear of imperil- 
ing his regard, fear of my great adventure 
becoming a sordid everyday episode, ter- 
minating in frowsy tea-gowns, sloppy slip- 
pers and stuffy, unaired and satiated emo- 
tions. Oh, Jill, there can be something so 
cheapening, so ugly in an intrigue of that 
sort. Wondering. Hoping he won't tire 
first, feeling humiliated, and not being able 
to look at each other without remembering.” 


“Fair, but not 
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“How you do enjoy tearing your soul 
into pieces and watching the fragments 


scatter, don’t you?” said Jill. “It need 
not be a bit like that; in fact, it couldn’t 
be in your case. He’s a man of good family, 
of decent upbringing; he knows the rules 
of the game; he understands that he would 
be the first. That’s a pretty big responsi- 
bility for a man and one that he’s not likely 


to forget. You love each other. You're 
both free. I can’t think why you don’t 
marry.” 


I grew impatient. “Jill, I’ve explained 
to you a dozen times, that’s impossible. 
We couldn't marry, he and I. Everything 
would be against it—religion, parents, posi- 
tion, everything— There would be ob- 
stacles everywhere. At present he gets an 
allowance from his father and makes a small 
income by his singing, and, you know, my 
wedding dowry would be a packet of 
cigarettes. 

“Besides, I dorf’t want to marry him. 
Don’t you understand? I don’t want any 
ties, anything binding. It’s got to be free, 
if it’s going to be at all, just one long golden 
bit of happiness that we shall remember all 
our lives. And when it ends, I don’t want 
to be found sitting among the ashes of 
heart-break and disappointment wailing of 
broken faith and vanished hopes. I want 
to be able to say, ‘I knew it would be like 
that. Well, I’ve had my bit of heaven, 
thank God for it.’ That’s why I am trying 
to think it all out, with clear cold reasoning. 
I can’t do that when I’m with him.” 

Jill looked thoughtfully into her teacup 
and struck a match. 

“And all this ‘clear cold reasoning,’ to 
what final conclusion does it lead you, O my 
Unsophisticated One ?” 

“None!” I smiled. 

“That’s the first word of common sense 
you've said this afternoon,” she answered. 


4EBRUARY arrived, icy bleak, with as 

yet no promise of spring inthe air. It was 
four o’clock; I had been practising Bach and 
Liszt’s “Liebestraume” all the afternoon till 
my fingers felt warm and supple. 

Ellen had just brought in tea. I was 
kneeling on the window-seat watching the 
few remaining dead leaves being swirled 
along the hard white road. The sky was 
leaden gray, thick and relentless. 

I turned to the more inviting sight of 
the firelight dancing on the silver tea things, 
and a bowl of chrysanthemums, mighty 
—_ chaps, which stood on the white lace 
cloth. 

“Draw the curtains, Ellen; it’s a beastly 
day.” 

“Anyway, there’s hot buttered toast.” 
Ellen’s belief was that a warm tummy makes 
a warm heart. “And there goes the tele- 
phone, Miss. Will you answer it or shall 
I? Perhaps,” she whispered, “it’s the Hero!” 

“No such luck,” I laughed. “The Hero, 
as you very disrespectfully call him, is well 
tucked away in Oxford and will not return 
for a century, meaning next week.” 

I had received a scrappy little note from 
you a few days before, telling me that you 
were staying on over the week-end with 
your people. There was a curious sense of 
security in knowing you were away. 

With irritating persistency the bell con- 
tinued to ring. 


“All right. Tl go,” I said. 
“Hello. What? Yes, we are... we 
did, just now . . . hello! I can’t hear you.” 


There was a terrific buzzing going on, and 


S your golden hour of love quite perfect? ‘Was there in its sunshine no 
If there was not perhaps you have missed some- 
thing for it is only the heart that goes seeking rainbows through the rain that 
I shall tell you in July SMart Set how life taught 


hint of clouds to come? 


learns the full glory of love. 


my heart to say with ever increasing tenderness, “ Sou, My Beloved.” 
"95 


the operator’s voice sounded as though it 
came from Africa. “Hello. Hell-o! Oh, 
it’s you!” How to keep the joy out of my | 
voice! I deliberately planted such a layer 
of flatness on it that it must have sounded 
positively pancakelike. 

“Thought you were still at Oxford.” How 
could a suitable nonchalance be achieved 
when one was longing to dance and sing? 

“Came back an hour ago. Felt rather 
bored there,” your deep drawl drifted over 
the wires. “I’ve been ages getting you.|} 
They said there was no reply. I nearly 
came up and fetched you. I would have 


if I'd got no answer.” 


“Why?” How I had to drag it out of 
you. 

“Oh, thought I'd like to see your funny 
old face again, that’s all.” 

An admission for you. 

“Do come along,” you said. “I may 
have to go out and sing tonight but we 
can have a few hours to ourselves before 
that. I want to see you. As an induce- 
ment, I have some rather nice caramels.” 

“Ah, now you're talking,’ I laughed. 

Humming Debussy’s “Clair de Lune,” I 
flew into my bedroom, chose a frock, a 
tawny-colored chiffon affair, more suitable 
to June than February, demure in its sever- 
ity of line, and sprayed my hair with Quel- 
ques Fleurs. My feet would dance. It 
was good to be twenty, to have lights in 
one’s eyes, to feel so joyous that one pitied 
everybody else in the world since they were 
not going to meet the most wonderful of 
lovers. 

You opened the door to me. A dark 
lean figure. 

“Come on.” You drew me in. 
been waiting ages for you.” 

Usually we talked a lot of nonsense after 
these small separations but this afternoon 
you just looked at me. 

“Little Funny,” you said, “I had to come 
back. I missed you.” 

And suddenly you folded me in your 
arms, hungrily, fiercely. I trembled in ter- 
rified gladness, with the exquisite joy and 
pain of it. My heart was jewel-filled. Such 
joy was unbearable. 

“Oh, my dear, my sweet, what am I to 
do with you?” Primitive words of love 
broke from you, like birds fluttering, cir- | 
cling, before a storm. | 


“T’ve 


ATER that night, as I crept into the flat, 

I heard the church clock strike two. Not | 

a sound came from Aunt’s room as I quietly 
opened my own bedroom door. 

I looked at myself in the glass. How 
could such radiance as I felt be hidden? 
My thoughts were starry flowers, opening 
the door of my soul to greater truth, gentle- 
ness, pity, and simplicity. All the beauty 
and nobility of the world were mine. 

Later still, just as the dawn crept in at 
my window, I sat up in bed and wrote you 
a small note which for some forgotten 
reason I did not send. Here it is: 

“Oh, My Dear and Most Wonderful, 

Although I left you only two 
hours ago everything now seems 
shadowy and unreal, swamped and 
engulfed by a great need of you. 
Sleep has been completely banished 
and in its place has come an amaz- 
ing longing for the touch of you, 
of your arms holding me again, for 
the taste of your golden kisses. 
Thank you for all your dear sacred 
words of love.” 


A 


GROW 


Yes, Grow Eyelashes 
and Eyebrows like this 


in 30 days 


THE most marvelous discovery has been made—a 
way to make eyelashes and eyebrows actually 
grow. Now if you want long, curling, silken lashes, 
you can have them—and beautiful, wonderful eye- 
brows, 

I say to you in plain English that no matter how 
scant the eyelashes and eyebrows, I will increase 
their length and thickness in 30 days—or not accept 
a single penny. No “‘ifs,”’ ‘“‘ands,”’ or “‘maybes.”" It 
is new growth, startling results, or no pay. And you 
are the sole judge. 


Proved Beyond the Shadow of a Doubt 


Over ten thousand women have tried my amazing 
discovery, proved that eyescan now be fringed with 
long, curling natural lashes, and the eyebrows made 
intense, strong silken lines! Read what a few of 
them say. I have made oath before a notary public 
that these letters are voluntary and genuine. From 
Mile. Hefflefinger, 240 W. ‘‘B"’ St., Carlisle, Pa.: 
“I certainly am delighted . . . I notice the greatest 
difference... people I come in contact with remark 
how long and silky my eyelashes appear."’ From 
Naomi Otstot, 5437 Westminster Ave., W. Phila., 
Pa.: “I am greatly pleased. My eyebrows and 
lashes are beautiful now.’’ From Frances Raviart, 
R, D. No. 2, Box 179, Jeanette, Penn.: ‘Your eye- 
lash and eyebrow beautifier is simply marvelous.” 
From Pearl Provo, 2954 Taylor St., N. E., Minne- 
apolis, Minn.: “I have been using your eyebrow and 
eyelash Method. It is surely wonderful.” From 
Miss Flora J. Corriveau, 8 Pinette Ave., Biddeford, 
Me.: “I am more than pleased with your Method. 
My eyelashes are growing long and luxurious.” 


Results Noticeable in a Week 


In one week—sometimes in a day or two—you 
notice the effect. The eyelashes become more beau- 
tiful—like a silken fringe. The darling little upward 
curl shows itself. The eyebrows become sleek and 
tractable—with a noticeable appearance of growth 
and thickness. You will have the thrill of a life- 
time—know that you can have eyelashes and eye- 
brows as beautiful as any you ever saw. 
Remember . . . in 30 days I guarantee results that 
will not only delight, but amaze. If you are not 
absolutely and entirely satisfied, your money will 
be returned promptly. I mean just that—no quibble, 
no strings. Introductory price $1.95. Later the 


price will be regularly $5.00, 


Grower will be sent C. O. D. or you can send 
money with order. If money accompanies order 
postage will be prepaid. 

LUCILLE YOUNG, 
836 Lucille Young Building, Chicago, Ill. 

md me your new discovery for growing eye- 
lashes and eyebrows. If not absolutely and 
entirely satisfied, I will return it within 30 days 
and you will return my money without question. 

Price C. O. D. is $1.95 plus few cents postage. 
If money sent with order price is $1.95 and post- 
age is prepaid. 

State whether money enclosed or you want 
order C. O. D. 
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| | / | 
| 
\ 
| 
XUM 


A Girl’s Glorious 
Vacation Days 


AM a young girl just going away on my 


first vacation alone, away from the 
family. Oh, but it will be wonderful to be on 
my own! Everything I do will be so exciting 
because I do it myself I want a lock and Key 
model A-Line-A-Day, so I can write down all [do 
and think, all about the boys and girls I meet.” 
The New A-Line-A-Day 
leathers that are now so popular and in the 
season's new and fashionable colors, too, books 
so beautiful they are worth owning for them- 
selves If you are giving one as a gift, you 
will like the new and handsome boxes 


Books come in the 


You can begin your A-Line-A-Day Book any 
day in the year. Vacation is a wonderful time 
to start. It is a compact five-year diary, the 
same date on the same page for five years, a 
fascinating way of recalling the past and plan- 
ning the future 

In cloth or leather, $1.00 to $25.00; with locks, 
$2.00 to $20.00. Now on display at stationery 
and department stores, gift shops, or if not 
found locally, direct from us, enclosing check 
or money order. Money back if not satisfied. 


Send coupon for FREE Booklet 


Without obligation, send coupon today for NEW 
FREE 16-page illustrated booklet, complotcly 
describing Ward's “A-Line-A-Day Book.” 


Samuel Ward Mfg. Co. 
48 Melcher St., Boston, Mass. 


Without obligationtome, sendacopy of your new, free 
16-page booklet about keeping an A-Line-A-Day to: 


Vame 
Street 


City State 


The Funniest Thing I Ever Saw’ 


[Continued from page 11] 


son, too, which must have made it still harder 
on him to be poor although I can’t recall ever 
having heard him complain about it. It took 
constant stinting to rear his family on the in- 
come he made. He smoked cheap cigars—he 
who dearly loved good tobacco and had been 
a planter and a warehouseman. He wore his 
clothes until they were slick and threadbare. 
Of course we had an abundant table. Every- 
body down our way ate well in those times, 
tor food was marvelously plentiful and won- 
drous cheap. And my brother and my sister 
and I were as well-dressed as any of the chil- 
dren with whom we played and went to 
school and to Sunday-school. My mother, 
by virtue of some constantly recurring 
miracle which only mothers know, saw to 
that. But in all other regards my parents, 
as I now realize, had ceaselessly to scrimp 
and save and plan to the end that the family 
might hold up its head with the rest of the 
so-called leading families. 

My father had one extravagance, though. 
In the year, there was a single day when he 
spent his money with a lavish disregard. That 
was the day the circus came to town. 

He believed that every boy and every girl 
should go to the circus and, at peril of milking 
his purse dry, he annually practised what he 
preached. He took his own children to the 
circus. He took along these children of the 
neighborhood, rich and poor alike, who by 
one reason or another lacked for adult chaper- 
onage on that tremendous occasion. 

If there was a youngster whose pious peo- 
ple, through religious scruples, denied their 
offspring permission to go to the circus, my 
dad would contrive somehow to smuggle that 
hapless kid out from under the parental eyes 
and include him in our party and pay for his 

| ticket and take the consequences later. 

If there was a youngster too poverty-cursed 
to pay his own way in, he knew where. he 
could find a good angel with a half dollar to 
spare. I’ve seen my red-haired, hot-tempered 
daddy herding a procession of twenty or 
more thrilled children up to the old blue 
ticket wagon. 

But I’m getting away from the yarn I 
meant to tell. I've told it before as an anec- 
dote, but it seems to me that it was more than 


_| merely material for an anecdote; I claim it 
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Size 


This regular 50 cents 
purse bottle of capti- 
vating UNE FLEUR 
perfume sent free on 
receiptofnamecandad- 
dress, enclosing TEN 
CENTS for packing 
and postage. (Outside 
U.S.A. 5cents extra 


LAWRENCE, INC. 
Dept. J-D 


9th and Nectarine Sts. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


PREPARE FOR AN 


ARI CAREER: 


—thru the only art school operated 
as a department of a large art or- 
ganization, who have actually pro- 
duced over a quarter million draw- 
ings for leading advertisers. Where 
else can you get so wide an experi- 
ence? Home study instruction. 
Write for illustrated book telling of 
our successful students. 


MEYER BOTH COMPANY 
Michigan Ave. at 20th St. Dept. 93 Chicago, Ill. 


FREE SAMPLE 


was an epic. 


S I was saying, a few paragraphs back, 

4 John Robinson's Circus was among us. 
For the afternoon performance my father had 
along file of us under his volunteer guardian- 
ship—three of his own brood, perhaps ten or a 
dozen more children, and, ior added strength, 
two elderly ladies wh_ «t the last minute had 
invited themselves to 2ccompany the group. 
One of them, old Mrs. Lawson, lived diag- 
onally across the =‘.eet from us; the other, 
old Mrs. Roan, lived just around the corner. 
She was a wicow. Mrs. Lawson’s husband 
was up Ten-essee River as engineer on a 
steamboat. She, the senior of the pair, was 
exceedingly deaf. She carried one of those 
old-fashioned, flexible ear-trumpets of black 


|rubber with a tip at one end and a bell-like 


aperture at the other. Her crony, Mrs. Roan, 
spoke in a high-pitched, whiney, far carry- 
ing voice. 

On a blue painted plank, with the old ladies 
at one end of the line and my father at the 
other and the row of fascinated boys and 


girls in between, we watched the show. The 
time came for the crowning feature of a cir- 
cus of those times. Perhaps the reader is of 
sufficient age to recall what this was. 

Elephants and camels and horses would be 
close ranked at the foot of a spring-board. 
Along a steep runway, which slanted down 
to this spring-board, would flash in order, 
one behind another, almost the full strength 
of the troupe. The acrobats would tumble over 
the backs of the animals and alight gracefully 
upon a thick padded mattress. The clowns 
would sprawl on the backs of the living ob- 
stacles. Always there was one clown who, 
dashing down =e runway, would suddenly 
halt and fling his peaked cap across and then 
turn back. There was another, dresscd as a 
country woman, who, as he scmersaulted, lost 
a pair of bifurcated white garments, * chile the 
audience whooped with delight. 


HIS season, though, a culminating treat 

had been provided by the management ; 
the lesser gymnasts had done theirstunts. Now, 
to the head of the runway mounted the pre- 
mier tumbler. He stood there, grandly erect 
in his rose colored fleshings, his arms folded 
across his swelling breast and his head almost 
touching the sagging tent roof. The band for 
the moment stopped playing. The ringmas- 
ter mounted an upturned tub and proclaimed 
that Johnnie O'Brien, foremost athlete of the 
world, would now perform his death-defying 
and unparalleled feat of turning a triple 
somersault over wo elephants, three camels 
and four horses! For many this announce 
ment had a speci:’ interest; they knew 
Johnnie O'Brien ws a native-born son ol 
our town. 

So an expectant .us> fell upon the as- 
semblage. Mrs. Lawse. .urned to Mrs. Roan 
and in the silence her voice rose as she asked: 

“What did he say?” 

Mrs. Roan brought the blunderbuss end of 
Mrs. Lawson's ear-trumpe: to her lips and, 
through its sinuous black length, in a voice 
so shrill that instantly every head was turned 
towards the pair of them, she answered: 

“He says that pretty man up yonder with 
the pink clothes on is going to jump over all 
those animals without hurting himself!” 

On the earthen “ring-back” in his baggy 
white ga.ments, squatted one of the clowns. 
On the instant he leaped to his feet, ran to 
the head of the largest elephant and in both 
hands seized that creature’s long black dan- 
gling trunk, which now, as everyone saw, 
looked most amazingly like Mrs. Lawson's 
ear-trumpet, and raising its tip to his mouth 
he shrieked out in a magnificent imitation o/ 
Mrs. Roan’s falsetto notes: 

“He says that pretty man up yonder with 
the pink clothes 4 

If he finished the sentence none heard him 
From every side of the arena arose a tremen- 
dous gasp of joyous appreciation and, over- 
topping and engulfing this, a universal roar 
of laughter which billowed the tent. Strone 
men dropped through the seats like ripened 
plums from the bough and lay upon the earth 
choking with laughter. The performers rolled 
about in the ring. 

And through it all Mrs. Lawson and Mrs. 
Roan sat there wondering why the band d” 
not play and why the pretty man in the pink 
tights up at the top of the runway seemed to 
be having a convulsion. 


Toye h chance has the man who is still unmarried at thirty-seven of marry- 


ing happily? “Does the average bachelor enjoy his freedom or does he 


envy his married friends? If the question intrigues you, as it does most men 


and women—you will find Norman “Davey’s honest answer from his own 
experience in July SMart Set doubly intriguing in its frankness 
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Thrill Girl 


[Continued from page 36] 


of those who woo in public places. “When 
| jumped off the ambulance and saw you 
lving there in the grass, you looked so 
tired, so much like you needed somebody 
to pick you- up and take you home that I 
just couldn’t help wanting to have you 
and take care of you. And I fell the rest 
of the way in love with you in the hospital.” 

“But my face was all covered up. You 
couldn’t tell what I looked like.” 

“Oh, faces don’t matter so much; it’s what's 
behind them. I could tell from your hands 
and voice alone that you were the girl for 
me. 

On Michigan Boulevard, along where the 
Gold Coast begins to grow tarnished, there 
stands a tiny model home erected by an en- 
terprising building-material concern. Signs 
tell you that those interested are welcome 
guests there. Young couples dreaming over 
their first house, middle-aged couples sighing 
for a last house, turn up the brick path. 

Dreamiest of all the young couples were 
Howard and Monny. She looked about in- 
side with gurgles of delight as he accepted 
various booklets from an engaging hostess. 

There was another young couple in the 
vaulted living room. There was something 
familiar about that girl’s back. 

“Grace!” 

“Monny !” 

“Where have you—” 

-and didn’t hear that you had been in 
the hospital until we got back, yesterday.” 

“Honeymoon? Why, Grace! How per- 
fectly—” 

she was one of my high school chums, 
Ralph. I’m Mrs. Bowden now, Monny. 
Doesn't that sound— Oh, how do you do, 
Dr. Dehaviland. Well, I'll say you're en- 
gaged to the sweetest girl in Chicago. Meet 
Mr. Bowden, my brand new husband.” 

“Dehaviland,” mused Ralph. “Oh, I’ve 
got you now. Didn't you play quarter-back 
at Oak Park High School the year I played 
right-end on Senn?” 

“Did I? Are you ‘Buzz’ Bowden?” 

With a smile Grace turned to Monny. 
“Lost: one perfectly glorious husband. Now 
for heaven's sake tell me all the news.” 

The husband and the husband-to-be pro- 
gressed to the ecstatic state of hanging on 
each other’s necks and almost tearfully re- 
called the most minute details about the 
third quarter of the game in which Oak Park 
beat Senn High. 

The girls dropped an extra pace in the rear 
which signified that confidences were about 
to be exchanged. 

“Monny, you're looking better,” 
Grace. 

“I'm feeling better. Howard’s internship is 
up in April and I graduate in June. I think 
I'll hang my diploma up over the kitchen sink, 
it'll be such a help in keeping house! But my 
folks want me to finish school, so I’m doing 
it just to please them. Lord knows they’ve 
done enough for me.” 

“How's our old gang?” 

“What gang?... Oh, you mean—” Moprny 
paused to laugh once, shortly, a laugh of in- 
credulous self-surprise. ‘Honest, Grace, you 
can believe it or not, I haven’t seen, heard or 
thought of them for ages.” 

“Why, don’t you go on hot parties any 
more ?” 

“Will you stop being terrible?” 

Grace smiled sweetly at the red and green 
revolving lights atop the Wrigley Building as 
she asked, “But what about that kick you 
wanted in life? Do you mean to say you've 
given up hunting for it ?” 

“Yes,” said Monny, “I have because—” 
she squeezed Grace’s hand very tightly—“I’ve 
found it!” 
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Adds Gloss wan Lustre, leaves 


Your Hair Easy to Manage 


F you want to make your hair easy to 
manage and add to its natural gloss 
and lustre, this is very easy to do. 

Just put a few drops of Glostora on the 
bristles of your hair brush, and brush it 
through your hair when you dress it. 

You will be surprised at the result. It 
will give your hair an unusually rich, 
silky gloss and lustre—instantly. 

Glostora simply makes your hair more 
beautiful by enhancing its natural wave 


Send This Coupon and Try it FREE 


THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 


and color. It keeps the wave and curl in, 
and leaves your hair so soft and pliable, 
and so easy to manage, that it will stay 
any style you arrange it, even after sham- 
pooing—whether long or bobbed. 

A few drops of Glostora impart that 
bright, brilliant, silky sheen, so much 
admired, and your hair will fairly sparkle 
and glow with natural gloss and lustre. 

A large bottle of Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store or toilet goods 
counter. 

Try it!—You will be delighted to see 
how much more beautiful your hair will 
look, and how easy it will be to manage. 


Please send me FREE, a sample of GLOSTORA, all charges paid. 
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ADELA 


Price, $2.00 


Publishers Gsinopolitan Book Orporation New York 


The 


SINGLE STANDARD 


St. JOHNS 


Here, at last, is a frank study of the 
problem of the single standard vs. the 
double standard; this novel, written by 
a woman who is a recognized student 
of modern life, retains those elements of plot and sus- 
pense which make reading thrilling and adds to them an 
analysis of conduct that arrives at a startling conclusion. 


Wherever Books Are Sold 
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| Greater Love Hath No Woman 


[Continued from page 65| 


| Her sobs died slowly. She leaned her “The next night I took dinner with him; 
head over my hand and spoke hurriedly. and from that time on we dined together 
“T must tell you,” she said. “I can’t’ every night. 
stand the loneliness of it any longer. “I had found a job in an office as a 
“It’s about the man I love. And it’s clerk and I made just enough to live on. 
about class feeling,” she said bitterly. “You As I learned to know Derry better, I knew 
see, I am a Canadian with French blood in I was falling in love with him, and it 
me and English. My father was a sea- choked me. I couldn’t yet believe in love 
captain and a well-educated man. My mother again; I couldn't trust this new feeling I 


| had been a teacher, but my father died had for Derry. The pain of it silenced me. : 
| when I was young and she could not give “One evening when we danced together 
| us the bringing up that she wanted. to the music of his phonograph, he looked : 
| “To make ends meet she became a seam- into my face. 
stress, and we girls had to help her. Then, “*How beautiful you are,’ he whispered. 
in my second high school year, she died. ‘Is it love?’ ; 
There was nothing for me but to get a “IT nodded. ‘Carolyn,’ he said, ‘I’m glad. I 
position. I have worked ever since,” she When my ship comes in, we will marry.’ : 
went on. “I had the usual girl’s life. “The tears sprang to my eyes; my heart . 
For a time I went out to parties. I was leaped, and as he kissed me it seemed 
a favorite with men, especially with college that something in me broke through. Since t 
Mary Eaton, Famous Stage and Screen Beauty | boys, and I danced and flirted and smoked then I have known the meaning of a great t 
Maybelline Co., Chicago, Ill. and drank. But I grew weary of it. There love. ’ 
entlemen: Having tried many forms of was only one thing I wanted of life. It by 
was love. Finally when a man fell in love “ HERE was only one shadow over us. 
less, easy to apply, looks natural and its with me, I fell for him. But he threw me He was frightfully jealous especially of 7 
instantaneous beautifying effect is truly re- over. my past, because I had once been engaged. T 
marhable. Sincerely, Mary Eaton. “My pride was wounded; I was disillu- One night one of my men friends in Chicago 
sioned. I thought that there could be no was in town and called me up. I could not I 
Al real love for me in the world. I grew sick avoid going out with him, for he was an old I 
of everything and could not bear to be with friend and had news of my sister. After- 
makes scant eyebrows and ashes appear natural?y my friends or my family. So I left Chicago wards Derry stormed about it. He said i 
the cyes appear larger, decper and snore brillant. ‘The and came to New York. that there were times he thought I didn't “ 
improvement will delight you. “I took a room down in Greenwich Vil- care much for him and that there was " 
Maybelline may now be had in either solid form or 
waterproof liquid form. Both forms are absolutely lage and started to hunt for work. I found something in me he could not trust. I 
may | | nothing; my money ran out; my, clothes didn’t sleep, all that night. felt heart be 
frown. Te A\ ae DEALER’ became shoddy. I spoke to my landlady broken. Then the next day he _ begged 
| oem ate c0., oot 1750 Sheridan | about my troubles and she told me to talk forgiveness and we were happy again. a 
with the young man in the room next to “At that time something happened. I , 
mine. was returning home from work one summer ” 
‘He’s an architect and he knows a lot of afternoon and had just turned down our C: 
people,’ she said. street. The slanting sunlight fell on the hi 
“IT told her I would but of course I didn’t. brick houses. Everything looked bright and s 
He had the large room and I, the hall gay. I felt happy. In five minutes Derry | 
bedroom. Once I heard him as he opened would have me in his arms. But just then x 
his door and said good-by to someone. His the door of our house opened and Derry = 
voice stirred me strangely; it was deep and came out with an older woman. I knew 
strong yet soft. I had never heard a voice at once she must be his mother. ste 
like it before. I wanted to go in and see “Derry seemed embarrassed when he in- “i 
shore x00 cen keep them him but I couldn't. I sat in my room troduced us. 
wishing for a miracle. “She and I looked each other up and 
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down. She was an aristocratic looking wo- 
on aie ak Phot Benoly aoa T HAPPENED. One night there was a man, hard-faced and very proud. I saw 

Album counters everywhere. They |. 56 knock at my door and he came in. He that she was withering me with a look. 
tot Recritnt Kotte x unt a was different from every other man; his eyes ‘Class! I was a business girl! Perhaps litt 
seemed to see right into me and to know’ we sprang from blood equally good, but 
me; he was dark, robust and looked a lit- what did it matter? 


tle like a gypsy. I felt as if he had been “She nodded stiffly. Derry tried to f 
a - there waiting for me all my life. speak lightly, ‘Hope I see you later,’ and in 
‘I’m Derry K., your neighbor, he said. then they were gone. tha 
‘The landlady has spoken to me about you. “The street swam about me. I felt 0s 
PTARM You're looking for work?’ feverish and dizzy, but I managed to get ay 
‘*Ves,’ I said. I was ashamed of my to my room and sank outstretched on the oe 
\UTHFUL, glowing, soft? velvety skin, | Shabby clothes and I felt awkward but I bed. din 
In a moment this ina touch to your | added, ‘Won’t you sit down? “An hour or two later there came a list 
é TELS CREME OF HONEYSUCKLE. “He seated himself and we talked about knocking on my door. ‘ 
After years | My past experience. Finally he suggested “I did not answer. The door opened; 
Culturist brings into existence this remark- | that I go to a certain agency. Derry knelt beside me, as he took my hand i. 
‘Mitts delicate, lasting. h meysuckle fragrance “*What is your name?’ he asked. and held it to his lips. He was weeping ‘ 
graces you with an atmosphere of loveliness. “‘Carolyn B,’ I answered. silently. I half rose and drew his head into a 
Like a taress. CREME OF HONEYSUCKLE 
tenderly works into the pores and brings out “Carolyn, he said. ‘That sounds like my arms. the 
ivory-tike. skin of lies tant charm, bells.’ ‘Forgive me,’ he begged. ‘Oh, darling, sur 
Prominent Society women endorse it. “IT had never cared for my name until I am a terrible cad. I don’t know what : 
Improves sallow, lifeless skin fell 
A corrective for lines and wrinkles that moment. Then I loved it. came over me. I suppose with my mother ‘ 
Buy's Jar at your Dealer or send direct “He invited me into his room and I went. I still feel I am a child and act childishly. “ 
A fire was burning in the hearth and the I have hurt you terribly; I know it. For- wa 
room was big and beautiful. He had a_ give me. I wouldn’t give you up for the vis 
7. large work-table covered with papers, and _ world.’ fea 
neysuckle site, there were many books and pictures in the “IT tried to forget that terrible evening; 
room. We sat and smoked and he told me _ I tried to forget the truth. But every now h 
Coupon and 10c brings TRIAL JAR, also atl 
FREE, Scientific Quick Home Beauty Treat-| about himself. and then it stared me in the face and I his 
ae ay a “His father was dead; his mother lived in knew I was a coward not to give up Derry. “ 
a de **\ a little town in Massachusetts; she had I saw that his path led into a world I could pm 
Puree tes Rersthasyendeelsy sss ‘| none too much money. She had put him not enter. Sooner or later, the moment “ 
Address. shasta ett through school and Paris with difficulty. would come when we'd have to part. _ “ 
Dealer. ! Now he was working in an architect’s office. “It came. He had been in a competition that 
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for a big public building and he won it. | 


“But then things happened. He was in- 
vited out to dine at the home of a great 
architect with whom he was to be asso- 
ciated. He had to buy a dinner coat to 
attend it. He met fashionable people there 
who were wealthy, had beautiful homes and 
rode about in fine motor cars. 


“BEGAN spending evenings alone. Derry 

explained that it was only for a time. 
After we were married, he said I would go 
along and we would do some entertaining 
ourselves. But I noticed that he got more 
and more forgetful of me. He seemed pre- 
occupied. He seemed a little dazzled by his 
success. His caresses grew perfunctory; his 
kisses seemed a bit absent-minded. 

“My heart ached as I sat alone at night 
waiting to hear the front door open and 
his feet upon the stairs. I grew numb with 
my sorrow. I felt that a break was sure to 
come. 

“Perhaps, though, I would have gone on, 
but Derry met a young woman, the daugh- 
ter of a famous architect, who fell in love 
with him. He told me about her. She 
was brilliant, beautiful, charming. I was 
jealous. I wanted to tell him that I would 
not let any other woman come between us. 
Then one evening I heard her voice. 

“The phone was ringing in the hall and 
I answered it. 

“Is Mr. K. in?’ asked a woman's voice. 
I could hardly speak. That voice was a 
revelation to me. It was charged with 
feminine seductiveness. It was beautiful in 
its way. It was the voice of a world which 
was not my world. I could read in it a 
possessiveness; she said his name as if it 
belonged to her. 

“I called Derry; he was twenty minutes 
at the phone. Of course I did not listen 
but I was in a blaze of jealousy. 

“He knocked at my door. ‘I must go, 
Carolyn,’ he said. I threw my arms about 
his neck. ‘What does she mean to you?’ 
I asked him. 

“He looked at me in amazement. ‘She? 
Nothing. She interests me, that’s all.’ 

“Interested him! He must be finding me 
dull. I tried hard to be game. ‘Derry, are 
you going out tomorrow night?’ I said. 

‘Tentative engagement. Why?’ 

“*Derry, I want you to give tomorrow 
night to me.’ 

“ ‘But, dear, if it’s for my work—’ 

“*Just tomorrow night, Derry.’ 

“He was growing impatient. He said a 
little harshly, ‘Oh, all right, Carolyn.’ 


“ ALL the next day I stayed home in my 

4 room, fighting jealousy. My heart grew 
tender with love for him. I knew the love 
that was for the sake of the loved one; the 
love that gives and gives all. The love that 
is sacrifice. 

“I was very quiet when he took me to! 
dinner. I held his hand across the table; I 
listened to his excited words. 

“We went back to the house. In his} 
room I sat watching him. He was so dear 
to me. Finally I said to him: 

“*Derry, do you really love me?’ 

““Why do you ask? You know some- 
times I think you don’t love me. I’m not 
sure about you. Ever since that Chicago 
fellow—’ 

“*But, Derry,’ I smiled, ‘that’s long ago.’ 

“He was about to speak, but desisted. It 
was as if he were going to say, ‘You are 
lying.” My heart quaked with a strange 
fear. 

“Almost involuntarily I said, ‘Greater love 
hath no man than this, that he lay down 
his life for his friend.’ 

“He stared at me. ‘You are deep. What | 
does that mean?’ 

“*T don’t know,’ I said. 

“But what I do know,’ he went on, ‘is | 
that there is a sort of wall between us.’ 
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OB. & B., 1928 


how they're kept 
free from corns 


GiLDA Gray’s Dancing Feet 


Those whose feet earn fortunes 
' treat them with zealous care, asa 


‘| singer does her throat or a 


painter his hands. That’s why 
hosts of stage stars, dancers and 
athletes endorse Blue=jay as the 
safe and gentle way to end acorn. 


For what other way could be so safe 
and sure? No guesswork. Each plas- 
ter has just the right amount of 
medication. The plaster removes 
shoe-pressure at once. So the pain 
goes immediately, and the corn fol- 
lows shortly after. 

You'll be delighted with the new 
refinements in the new Blue=jay. A 
new creamy-white pad and a more 
flexible disc. Now at all drug stores. 
For calluses and bunions use Blue=jay 
Bunion and Callus Plasters. 


THE NLOw 


* THE SAFE AND GENTLE 
WAY TO END A CORN 


Turn Spare Time Into Gold! 


Right in your own neighborhood there is a pleasant, 
profitable, ready-made business awaiting you—a 
business that will bring you immediate cash rewards, 
that requires no experience or capital, that will not 
interfere with any of your regular duties. 


Hundreds of men and wornen, and boys and girls, 
have found our money-making plan an ever-abun- 
dant source of funds. They have built homes, raised 
families, bought automobiles, and secured the lux- 
uries they wanted largely through money earned as 


our representatives. 


What they have done and are doing, YOU CAN 
DO TOO. Your leisure moments are gold—don’t 
waste them. Mail the coupon for instructions and 


Mrs. Fanny Jones, 
Calif., a grandmother 
who uses our plan for 
her charities, club 
funds, etc. 


Mrs. Ralph Goodyear, 
Ill., plans to send all her 
children to college with 
magazine money. 


a complete free money-making out- 


fit AT ONCE! 


Dept. SS-628, 
57th St. at Eighth Ave. 


YES, I want to turn my spare time into 
gold. Without obligation to me, please 
send the details of your easy money-mak- 


ing plan immediately. 


Int’l Magazine Co., Inc., 


» New York, N. Y. 


W. H. Guscott, Ohio, 
earned $300 in a single 
month. 
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Every woman should know 
This Face Powder Secret 


Two Kinds 
of Face Powder 
To Choose From 


Them Both 
No one face powder blends with all types 
of skin—so Stillman has made two kinds of 
powder. 
One—"'Stillman Oriental’’—clings wonder- 
fully to the normal and excessively dry skin. 
It does not smart, will not irritate or flake. 
Is distinctively different from other powders. 
An entirely new formula that soothes the dry 
e skin and keeps it soft and natural. 


Forthe oilytypeof skin—“‘Stillman Bouquet” 
—spreads smoothly, and clings, too. Will not 
clog the pores, which is most important’ for 
this type of skin. Blends perfectly, removes 
all skin shine, making your complexion flaw- 
less and irresistibly natural. 


Generous samples of both powders, exqui- 
sitely perfumed, will be sent you in the pop- 
ular Stillman Twin Packet upon receipt of 
six cents in stamps to cover mailing cost. 


With the Twin Packet you receive a special 
FREE introductory offer coupon on 

your first box of Stillman 
powder and an instructive folder telling you 
how to care for a normal, oily and dry skin. 


Stillman 
FACE POWDER 


MAKERS OF STILLMAN FRECKLE CREAM 


The Stillman Co., 145 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, III. 


Please send Stillman Twin Packet, instructive 
folder and special introductory offer. Enclosed 
find six cents in stamps to cover postage cost. 


White Flesh Rachel 


EARN UP TO SALARY 


AS A RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR 
No Selling -Healthful, Outdoor Work 
Travel As Your Own Boss. 


For the last nine years 99.5, of our gradu- 
d positions within a few 
course Three 
ly and they start 
120 alary per 
n idly advancing 
y ally their own 
bosses, rep tra on he althful 
door work, with 
Write FOR FREE 
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Standard Business Inst, ‘Div. 6, ‘Buffalo, N. Y. 


No Hunting for Job After Graduation 


HAIR? 


U-ART 


Destroys it — with the roots. 777% 
No pain. Harmless. Guaran- 
teed. Only $1.00. Good stores 
or use SPECIAL OFFER coupon 
DELFIN, INC. Dept. 453. ck 
South Orange, N. J. 
Send me FREE, as a 
a50c. tube of DELFIN Cream 
25¢. tube of DELFIN Deodorant; 
« and a six months supply of Skin ro 
Also NU-ART for which 1 enclose $1. 
Name 
% City & State .. 


presto! it’s gone: Is 
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““Perhaps it’s due to your new friends, 

suggested. 

“*Tush !’ he exclaimed. 
that but that’s nothing.’ 

“IT understood then. He would not hurt 
me for the world. He was a gentleman and 
he was kind. He would marry me as he 
had promised. But I would be merely an 
encumbrance to him. 

‘*‘Derry,’ I said, ‘come over here.’ He 
came and sank on the floor and I ran my 
fingers through his hair. ‘Remember this, 
Derry,’ I went on, ‘remember above all, 
that I want you to be great and fulfill your 
life. I want nothing more than that, ex- 
cept one thing, that you be supremely 
happy. For, you see, Derry, I do love you.’ 

‘*You are honest and true, Carolyn,’ he 
said, ‘and I believe you.’ 


‘I’m busy and all 


HAT night, as we said good night, I 

held him close in my arms and kissed 
him again and again. Then it seemed im- 
possible, what I was going to 


telephone book, and, praise faté, he was at 
home. He was all that she had said: hand- 
somely dark, simple, thoughtful. 

At first he listened to me rigidly. 

“Why do you suppose she left you?” I 
asked. 

“Why?” His voice was agitated. “I 
never fully trusted her. I don’t think she 
loved me the deepest sort of way, the way 
I need. There was a Chicago fellow—” 

It was then that I told him her story. 


When I ended he was pale, like a man 
stricken with death. 
His voice had awe in it and his eyes 


“But I love her; 
I have hardly been 
that almost 
drink to forget 


filled with burning tears. 
I love no one but her. 

able to work. It was a blow 
broke me. I could only 


do. It seemed as if a knife — 
were twisting in my heart, and 
I fainted. 


and work like mad. Even so, I was 
stricken.” 

“And you see her love for you?” I asked. 

He stared at me. “Doctor,” he said, “on 

our last night she said, ‘Greater love hath 

no man’— Ah, surely,” he 

went on, “ ‘Greater love hath 


no woman—’ than she.” 
I let him in with my key. 


“When I came to, he was He stood in my doorway, his 
leaning over me in my own Smart Set |} face white, his body trem- 
room. ‘What is it?’ he asked. 1s bling, his arms out. 

“T smiled at him. ‘Nothing, She looked up from where 
darling. The heat—and I “Different she sat in the big brown 
worked too hard today. Don’t smoking gown. She_ rose 
worry. Good night.’ @here is an weakly and clutched the 

I lay that night in utter aura of glam- chair. Her eyes blinked as if 
darkness. My soul was a ab she were trying to see if she 
place that was black. And our aodout were awake. And as he ad- 


then when I slept I dreamed. 
I had read the story of the 


SMART SET | 
that makes it | 


vanced she fell into his arms. 
Their lips met. 


Greek girl, Iphigenia. How the most alluring That is the story. And, of 
gods demanded that she be ond that’s why | course, Carolyn was all wrong 
sacrificed and how she was eae a SUny | about the class matter. She 
slain by command of her | ts different | was born a lady. That is, a 
father. I dreamed that I was from other character of real inner re- 
being led to the sacrifice. magazines.— | finement and beauty, with 
Maidens were chanting and BeatriceKrow- | that key to the best manners 
strewing flowers in my path, a and consideration for others. 


and then at last I knelt and 
bowed my head, my neck bare 
for the knife. I arose at dawn 
in a trance. I hardly knew 
what I was doing. 

“TI went past his door with 


ell, eMeKees- | 
port, “Pa. 
Just Spread 
that 


She has made him a good 
| wife. They are happy. 

| I said in the _ beginning 
| that this case was in a way 
H a parallel of that shown last 
| 


my valises, and on the street 
found a taxicab. I went over 
to another part of town. 

“My dying began. I held one job, then 
another. After a couple of weeks, my 
strength failed me, and I became sick. 
As soon as I was well enough, I found an- 
other job. I did not want to see people. 
I did nothing. At night, I dreamed of him. 

“Sometimes I thought of going back. 
But one time, full of this thought, I saw 
him on Fifth Avenue with a young woman. 
She was beautiful, gay, smartly clad. I 
slipped back to my room and my darkness. 

“T had not eaten for several days. I was 
too weak today to look for work. I could 
no longer live with the loneliness of my 
love. This evening I went out groping 
while the rain beat upon me. Then sud- 
denly I saw the way, and darted out... 
But not dead,” she said bitterly and sighed, 
“not dead. I must go on and on.” 

I tried to control my voice. “Yes,” I 
said, “and now you must stay quiet here 
for a while. I have an appointment. I'll 
be back before long. San will bring you 
your dinner.” 

Half an hour later I was talking with 
Derry. I had found his new address in the 


month, the refusal of a man 
to marry because he was 
against marriage. In_ this 


case, the motive, however, was sacrifice, the 
last sacrifice of love, which, mistakenly, a 
woman thought would bring happiness to 
her lover. As so often happens, neither 
trusted the other enough, neither had a deep 
enough insight to see that the other’s love 
was true, and the end would have been 
death for the woman and a more or less 
thwarted life for the man had there not 
been the accident of my intervention. 

Another case, I think, which shows what 
a doctor’s practice includes. Many cases, 
he has, that have little to do with medicine, 
and much to do with the heart and soul. 
Carolyn was brought in to me because she 
had fainted after attempting suicide. Yet 
the cause was not starvation, as it seemed, 
but a broken heart. 


Y INDEX cards have many another 

case as fascinating and strange, glimpses, 
as I pass through them, of joys and sorrows, 
disasters and triumphs in the jungle and 
heaven of the human heart. Sometime I 
may write of these cases. I am sure they 
will interest, perhaps fascinate you, as they 
interested and fascinated me. 


O they seem silly and childish—those high school boys you know? Ne 
“savoir faire” and that sort of thing? Gaven’t you longed for a date wit 

an oldish man—one, oh, at least thirty, w ho could chat of Europe and looked so 

distinguished in a dinner jacket? Glaven’t you? So did Sally and she found 


one. 


cAnd what happened? She'll tell you in July Smart Set 
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Should Wives Have Men Friends? 


[Continued from page 24] 


less. or that she is any less a good wife and 
mother. 

One of the happiest couples I know have 
been married twelve years. The man is 
fifty; the wife, thirty-eight. She is beau- 
tiful, and she is attractive to men. When 
other men make a fuss over her, her hus- 
band glows with pride. Jealous? I hardly 
think so. If he is, no one knows it. He is 
devoted to her—so much so that she is the 
envy of all the women who know her. She 
has many men friends and she is successful 
in keeping them as friends—that and no 
more. Every once in a while one of the 
men she knows will imagine himself in love 
with her. She refuses to see him again until 
he is completely recovered from his heart 
attack. 

Talking with me one day, she discussed 
the question of having men friends. 

“When I see too much of women I feel 
stuffy,” she explained. “I need the society 
of men to be happy. I can’t stand female 
bridge parties and teas. I hate women’s 
chatter. I adore my husband, but I'd be 
bored to death if I didn’t have men friends. 
Some people think I go out with men to 
keep my husband interested in me and to 
make him jealous. That isn’t the reason, at 
all, although I do think the more a woman 
is admired by other men, the less likely is 
her husband to let his attentions to her 


lag. 


WOMAN owes it to her husband to be as 
41 beautiful, as charming, as entertaining, 
as alert and intelligent, as it is in her power 
to be. If, through friendship with men, 
a wife can gain in physical charm and 
mental strength, who can say that be- 
cause she is married she must devote 
herself exclusively to her husband and 
stagnate because of that devotion? 

I know many women to whom the ad- 
miration of men is absolutely essential. They 
wilt without it. Unless they have men to 
admire their beauty, they have no beauty. 
They are drab and lifeless. Their sparkle 
and their animation are gone. Their hus- 
bands would soon lose interest in them. 

I know others to whom the mental 
stimulus obtained from _ intelligent men 
iriends is so vital that without it, their 
minds become dull and inactive. They are 
bored with life. To live successfully and 
to develop themselves to the utmost they 
need the companionship of intelligent men 
of diverse interests. 

A woman’s husband should be the last 
person of all to protest against her friend- 
ships with men. But it is only natural for 
a husband to be jealous, you say. Pooh! 
A man or a woman who is jealous is 
not in love. Real love has no room 
for jealousy. A man truly in love with 
his wife could not be jealous, for love 
denotes perfect faith and confidence and 
considers only the happiness of the 
loved one. 

A man who marries a girl who is gay 
and attractive and who has been accustomed 
to the friendship of many men doesn’t 
really love her if he tries to shut her up in 
the house and to limit her outside activities 
to “hen” bridge parties. After a year or so, 
he will be shocked to realize that his wife 
is no longer the girl he married, that her 
gaiety has given way to nagging and her 
attractiveness has become drabness. He will 


blame it all on her and in a short time their 
married life will be nothing but a series of 
quarrels, 
divorce. 

If he loves her unselfishly such a sequel 
never will - occur. 


finally ending in separation or 


He will strive for her 


happiness and, understanding the needs of 
her nature, will not make the mistake of 
assuming that because she is married she 
must give up her men friends and devote 
herself solely to him. He will want his wife 
to remain the charming girl he married and | 
he will not, through his own selfishness, de- 
prive her of the opportunity of remaining 
that girl. 

A man of forty marries a girl of twenty. 
He is engrossed in his business. He works 
hard all day and in the evening he wants 
to spend his time quietly at home, reading. 
He no longer wants to go out and dance and | 
make the rounds of night clubs. 


IS wife is young. She has not yet 

reached the age of the fireside and a book. 
Because she wants gaiety and excitement 
doesn’t mean she doesn’t love her husband. 
It is the exuberance of youth. Why shouldn't 
she, then, go out to teas and dances in the 
afternoon with men her own age, or several | 
evenings a week go to the theater or to night | 
clubs with them? There is no reason, at | 
all, if it makes her happier and more content. | 
The fact that a man and wife have op- 
posite interests should not interfere with 
their love for one another. Let each go | 
his own way and the happiness of each 
will result in a happier marriage. 

What is worse than having to live with 
an unhappy or discontented person? Yet 
many husbands find themselves in that situa- 
tion simply because they will not permit 
their wives the freedom of having men 
friends. Their wives love them too much 
to go against their wishes, but their un- 
happiness and their discontent find expres- 
sion in querulous nagging and a warped 
point of view toward life. Is it any wonder 
the atmosphere of so many homes is de- 
pressing ? 

The home is not enough to fill satisfac- 
torily the life of the average girl who mar- 
ries today. She has been engaged in busi- 
ness and has become accustomed to the 
companionship of men. Her interests have 
spread out in many directions. It takes 
more than the price of lamb chops and the 
making of lamp-shades to interest her. She 
must have outside companionship and out- 
side interests if she is to be a good wife. 
To have women friends is not sufficient for 
her. Chatter of dressmakers, ruffles and 
flounces, the latest hats from Paris and 
choice bits of gossip about Mary Brown 
and Ethel Jones will not hold her attention. ' 
She needs more stimulating conversation 
than that if she is to thrive. She needs the 
friendship of men. 

Whether they be friends of the days be- 
fore marrige, or friends made afterwards, 
is unimportant. Let the married woman 
who needs male companionship have as 
many men friends as she wants. Let her 
have luncheon with them; let her tea with 
them and dance with them, go to dinner 
and to the theater with them, so long as 
she can do so without neglecting her hus- 
band and her home. 

But it isn’t safe, you say. It is dangerous 
for a married woman to have men friends. 
Platonic friendship between men and women 
isn’t possible. The married woman who has 
men friends is bound to be unfaithful to her 
husband. The men she knows won’t be con- 
tent with friendship. They will demand | 
more. | 

Rot! The woman who is going to be| 
unfaithful to her husband will be unfaithful | 
anyway. Nothing can stop her. Whether 
she has freedom or hasn’t it will make. no} 
difference. 

But such women, fortunately, are in the’ 
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America’s Foremost Dance Authority, 
who staged the best editions of the 
Follies and over 600 other Musical 
’ Shows and whose inspirational di- 
rection contributed so much to the 
success of Marilyn Miller, Ann Pen- 
nington, Gilda Gray, Fred and Adele 
Astaire, Mary Eaton, Ada May, Al 
Jolson, Eddie Cantor, Will Rogers, 
Oscar Shaw and many other Stage and 
Screen Favorites, offers training in 


EVERY TYPE of DANCING 
for STAGE and SOCIAL AFFAIRS 


At a Surprisingly Low Cost 
OU want to become a stage dancer. You 
arecasting eager eyestoward popularity, 
health, success and, naturally, Stardom. 

Yet preparation for a successful dancing 
career includes far more than learning how 
to dance. You must not only be trained according 
to proven, practical, up-to-the-minute methods—but 
your personality must be developed. You must 
know how to yourself across.’’” You must be 
schooled in the type of dancing to which you are 
temperamentally and physically suited. In short, 
you must acquire Showmanship. 

lf anyone can spot your unsuspected talents for 
Stage Dancing and develop them to their utmost— 
if anyone can advance you from mediocrity to Star- 
dom... . Ned Wayburn is the man! 

Why? Because Mr. Wayburn has had years of 
experience in discovering and developing hundreds 
of nationally known Stage and “Movie” Stars. Be- 
cause his success as a producer and director of 
musical show “hits” is unparalleled in theatrical 
history. Because the sum of all this genius and ex- 
perience is behind the unique method for training 
stage dancers that he offers YOU . . . a method 
that assures his pupils every opportunity for most 
profitable and happy engagements. 

So be practical. Invest your time and money 
on training of known merit. Come to the Ned 
Wayburn Studios. Learn how Showmanship is 
applied to dancing to bring Success. Class or private 
instruction. Children or grownups. | 

Call or write today for beautiful, illustrated 56- 
page FREE booklet which tells all about Ned 


Wayburn’s method of training. For 
ARE YOU FAT] information regarding Mr. ay- 
OR TOO THIN?| burn’s Home Study Course in Stage 
oy eS Dancing, write for Booklet wa. 
build up safely. 
ice, NED WAYBURN 
in" | Studios of Stage Dancing Inc. 
n 
and | Broadway. (Bote, op gh st) 
Stage dancing. M Except sundays 
(Closed Ssturdays.at 6P.M.)PhoneColumbus 3500 


Latest Handy Size. 50 Perfect Name Cards and Case 35c. 

r Size 1% x 2%, Choice of old English, 
Plain, or Script Types. 
Address - - 
Telephone - - 
With Novelty case and Fancy box. 
Send Stamps, Coin, or Money Order. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money 

refunded, Agents Wanted. 
BROWNIE NAME CARD CO. 
103 Mai. St., Coventry, R. I. 


Appeal 


CREATED FOR 


MARY PHILBIN 


UNIVERSAL STAR 


10¢ Extra 


Plenty af 
personality - plus 
.. appeal that gets 
what it goes aiter 
the red magic of 
lips that have known Phantom Red, the 
lipstick that gives living youth to lovely 
lips. Your friends will rave! Waterproof— 
lasting. Regular size, $1.—Junior, SOc. 


At your Dealer—or mail coupon. 


Carlyle Laboratories, Inc., Dept. 123, 
54 Dey Street. New York 
T enclose 10¢ for beautiful Vanity Size Phantom 


Red Linstick and Mary Philbin’s ‘‘Make-up Guide 
\) for every type of Fare.” (Another 10¢ brings 
(| Dainty Model Phantom Ked Rouge Compact.) 
Name 
Address 


WAYBURN 
— 
|__| 
that 
7 
Ih 
ith 
|_| 
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This. 
WONDERFUL 
ROSY DISC 


OU 


NEEDLESS 
HAIR: 


Just as easily as using a powder puff, you can now 
remove needless hair from face, arms and legs! The 
secret is Wonderstoen,a dainty, rosy disc. You mere- 
ly hold it lightly in your fingers and rotate it over the 
skin. It “erases” needless hair, whisks away every 
trace of fuzziness,and does it pleasantly and instantly. 
Wonderstoen is dry, odorless, harmless. No pasteto 
mix, heat or spill. No blade or lather. Nothing to 
soil clothing. And it leaves your skin soft,smooth 
And beautifully white. Wonderstoen is so dainty, so 
simple it can be carried in your bag, ready for instant 
use. At drug and department stores, $1.25. 
OFFER Y Try Wonderstoen and be delighted. Remark- 
able as it is, it costs only $1.35 by mail. To convince you,a 
coupon, with a money-back guarantee, is provided. Just mail 
it with $1.35 and Wonderstoen will be promptly mailed to 
you! Free Booklet on request 


Mal Wonderstoen! 
BELLIN'S 
Dept, 86 500 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 


I enclose $1.55, for which please send me a Bellin's Wonderstoen. 
If not satisfied, I can retura it and my money will be refunded. 


UMOROUL 


Now you can enjoy a 
really up-to-date training 
in this attractive field, 
full of sparkle and dash— 
a radical departure and 
pleasant relief from old 
fashioned courses and an- 
tiquated methods. Pre- 
pare for a career in this 
delightful, well-paid pro- 
fession. Write for free il- 
lustrated book, “The Last 
Word i in Humorous IIlus- 
tration. 


The Russell Patterson School 


Michigan Ave. at 20th St., Dept. 22 
CHICAGO, ILL, 


“Write Today 


for sample lessons of 
the wonderful MARSAY 
PRACTICE METHOD 
which turns out expert opera- 
tors in a few months, at home in 
spare time! Earn as you learn! 
You can make from $10 to $20 a 
week even while learning 


$50. 00 to $100.00 a WEEK 

Lf Plenty of positions now open We help you go in 
business for yourself——we'll back you to open a MAR- 
SAY licensed beauty shop. Profits of $3,000 to $7,500 
a year. Satisfaction or money refunded! We show 
you how to earn your way. Write today! 

MARSAY SCHOOL OF BEAUTY CULTURE 

Dept. 3302, 219 West Chicago Ave., Chicago, III. 


j}him on the 


minority. So why, because of them, say 
that no married woman should have men 
friends? If a married woman has men 
friends it does not necessarily follow that 
she must be untrue to her husband. Only 
too often a woman returns to her husband 
after dining or lunching with a man friend, 
grateful to Providence that her husband is 
as he is and glad that by some kind twist 
of fate she is not married instead to the 
man she has just left. Contrast with other 
men usually operates in the wife’s favor. 


HAT there is a certain element of danger 
in a woman's having men friends there is 
no doubt. Just how much danger there is 
depends upon the individual woman and the 
strength of character she possesses. She 
must have herself constantly under control 
and must be more than careful of what she 
says and how she acts. She must see to it 
that her men friends do not read more into 
her friendliness than she intends. She must 
never intimate that her husband doesn’t 
understand her or she will find her men 
friends more than willing to assume the réle 
of sympathizer. 
To keep her friendship on a Platonic 
basis a woman must be actually in love 
with her husband, of course. Her love for 
him and his for her will be great enough 
to bring her through unscathed. It is true 
that Platonic friendship is a difficult 
thing to maintain between men and 
women. But, when the woman is in 
love with her husband and is loved by 
him, it should be comparatively simple 
for her to have Platonic friendships. 
The emotional side of her nature will be 
satisfied and the thought of love will not be 
uppermost in her mind when she is with 
other men. Consequently, she is not read- 
ing love meanings into everything a man 
may say to her. 
Some of the finest friendships I know of 
are between married men and women. They 


enjoy each other's society but there is no 
question of unfaithfulness or of disloyalty. 
They simply find a mental companionship 


which their own marital partners are unable 
to give them. 

The ideal state, of course, is for two 
persons to be so in love with one an- 
other that they have no need for any 
other companionship. But only in rare 
instances is this possible. The average mar- 
ried man is away from home all day. In 
business he has contacts and interests which 
play no part in the life of his wife who is 


left at home with her domestic duties. She, 
as well as her husband, must have outside 
interests. Naturally, she turns to male 
companionship. 

Having men friends makes a woman more 
companionable to her husband, and, what 
is perhaps still more important, makes him 


appreciate her more. Men are strange crea- 
tures. They talk a lot about wanting de- 
votion and attention from their wives, but 
when a wife makes too big a fuss over her 
husband he is likely to grow tired of her. 

The woman who has men friends need 
never worry about her husband taking her 
for granted. I am inclined to believe that 
her friendships have the effect of keeping 
“qui vive,” for he realizes that 
although he is her husband he is not by 
any means the only man in her world. He 
knows that association with other men gives 
his wife standards for comparison. Con- 
sequently he must always put his best foot 
forward. He knows that other men are 


AS a woman the right to lead her own life? 


making an effort to impress het favorably; 
he must do likewise. 

In this day of easy divorce I think it is 
especially essential for women, and men, 
too, to keep up their friendships. So many 
young people, very much in love, but un- 
prepared for the task of marriage, are rush- 
ing into it today. For a year or two they 


live in one another. They lose track of 
their friends. Then comes a divorce and 
they find themselves at loose ends. They 


are practically alone, much more alone than 
before their marriage. The girl is without 
the men friends she had before*her mar- 
riage, and the man is without his women 
friends. Life is easier for him for he still 
has his business interests and contacts. But 
for the girl who has given up her business 
life to devote herself to marriage the situa- 
tion is hard. She wishes bitterly that she 
had continued to have men friends. 

Perhaps if she had had men friends, the 
divorce would never have occurred. Through 
the companionship of men she might have 
gained a broader point of view and had 
greater patience and sympathy with the 
problems of marriage. 

I do not believe in divorce. If two 
persons are hopelessly incompatible, 
separation may be necessary, but never 
divorce. The good of the couple should 
be sacrificed to the good of the state. For 
one couple which might have just cause for 
divorce, two dozen others will follow suit 
and plunge headlong into divorce for no 
good reason. 

There is nothing wrong with marriage 
but everything is wrong with the way the 
average young couple approach marriage. 
Marriage is a very definite and exacting 
profession but young people today are not 
being trained for marriage. Instead, the 
boys are being raised to make business suc- 
cesses and the girls are being educated to 
make good matches. No attention is being 
given to the most important thing of all 
making a personal success of life through 
marriage. 


SUCCESSFUL marriage hinges on po 

liteness. Too much stress is being laid 
upon faithfulness. It is easier for a woman 
to forgive infidelity in a man than rudeness 
and discourtesy. Ask any woman which she 
would prefer as a husband—the man who was 
courteous, kind, thoughtful and considerate, 
but had philandesed; or the man who was 
disagreeable, rude, inconsiderate, but faith- 
ful. Most women would choose the man who 
was unfaithful, yet courteous. Courtesy, 
consideration, cleanliness and a certain re- 
spect for the other person’s feeling are ab- 
solutely essential to a happy marriage. 

Women want attention and consideration 
shown them. That is, undoubtedly, one of 
the reasons women need men_ friends. 
Friends don’t dare to assume the preroga- 
tives of rudeness and unkindness which 
many husbands seem to think is part of the 
matrimonial rdle. 

The majority of divorces today can be 
traced, I believe, to neglect of the little 
graces and kindnesses that make the wheels 
of social life run smoothly. Politeness is 
just as essential in the daily life of marriage 
as it is at a social function. When people 
realize this there won’t be so many divorces. 

Husbands who treat their wives with 
courtesy and consideration and who accord 
them praise and admiration need never 
worry about their wives’ men friends. 


Have you ever known 


a woman who has tried it? Gave you perhaps tried it yourself? “Did 
the experience make for success and happiness—or failure and discontent? “Dr. 


Louis €. Bisch has talked with dozens of girls and women who have lived their 


own lives with varying degrees of success. 


He will tell you in July SMART SET 


what he has learned from them about this new freedom? 
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‘What “Do You Like 
and ‘Why? 


“PRIZE (2ONTEST 


S ANNOUNCED in the eMay issue, SMART 
Ser wants to know what you like in each of 
four numbers of this magazine and why. 


Editors are always anxious to please you; the 
more they give you what pleases you, the better they 
like it. Smart Set is published to please you. So 
it wants to know, from you, exactly what you like 
best and why. 


SMART SeT is giving you a chance to tell what 
you like best in this issue and in the issues of CMay, 
July and cAugust. ‘ 


‘You are asked to select the one BEST feature, 
article or story, that appears in EACH of four 
issues—¢eMay, Fune, fuly and August. 


“Do not send in your opinion until after you have 
read the “August issue. 


Jn order that everyone may have a fair chance in 
this contest, copies of the four issues may be read in 


the office in New York City or Chicago free of charge. 


Here’s how you may win: fot down right now 
the name of the story or article in this issue of SMART 
Set that you like best and tell why you like it. Ghen, 
when you get the July number, do the same thing 
and follow a similar plan with the cAugust issue. 
‘You stand a better chance of winning if you follow 
this plan. Jf you wait until you have read all four 
issues of the magazine, you will probably forget just 
what it is about a story or article that makes you like 
it. “Do not send in your opinion until after you have 
read the August issue. 


After you have made your selections, one from 
each of the four numbers, write a letter of not more 
than 1,000 words, less if possible, to the Editor, 119 
West 40th St., New York City, telling what you 
liked best in each issue and WHY you liked it. Ghis 
contest will close on August 20, 1928. he Editors 
will act as judges and no letters will be returned. All 
or part of the prize letters will be published. Gor 
the best letter entered in this contest SMART SET will 
give a prize of $50.00; for the second best $30.00; for 
the third best, $25.00; for the fourth best, $15.00; and 

$5.00 for each of the ten next best. 
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Jewelers Chicase lil. 
DIAMONDS 
{Genuine Diamonds Guaranteed 
NW y GZ Bigger Diamond Ring Values! 


styles, bigger values. We im- 
ur Diamond m furo pe—that’e why we 
y, , can sell ‘you Our rings are 

18-k Shite gold, magnificentl: 


set w 
gorgeor eousbive' white 


Ladies’ Wrist Wat 
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jewels. $27.50, $2.70 down 
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OF st your conven! ence. All goods 

payment 


Ze. deliv ered on first 


book, illustrating our Dia- 
monds, atches, Jewelry Silverware, 


absolutely free. Write t 


Men’s Diamond Ringe 
| values in men’s 
ond tinge, ring ils solid 1 
old, “hand carved. 
set wi @ magnilicen 
mond. Order yours today! 
“To Be Succesaful, Look 
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Rallroad Watches—Gueranteed 
to Pass Inspection 
HAMILTON NO. 992. 21 Jewels. Acigsted to edto $55 
6 Positions, Gold filled 25-Y ear 

ELGIN’S LATEST RAYMOND. is, 
Runs 40 hours “one wind 
filled 20- Year Quality 
INOIS “BU! SPECIAL." 21 Jew: 
Gold filled 26-Year 


Case. 60 hours one winding . J 
CREDIT AT CASH PRICES” 


LASH Beautifies 


(Not a Cosmetic) Your Eyes 


Giveslashesnaturalupwardcurve. Eyeslooklarg- 
er—bright eyes brighter, soft eyes softer. No heat 
orcosmetics. Apply a gentle pressure an instant 
with soft rubber pads. Handles in Apple Green, 
Baby Blue, Lavender, Cherry, Old Rose, Ivory. 
Department, drug stores, beauty shops or direct. 
Send $1 or pay postman. Guaranteed. Kurlash 
Co., Inc., 133 N. Clinton Bldg., Rochester, N. Y. 


BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB 
te is soothing to your stump—strong, 


cool, neat, light. Guaranteed 5 
years Easy payments. 
Send for catalog today, 


Also fibre arms ‘and 
braces for all deformities. 


W. BUCHSTEIN CO., 610 Third Ave., South Minneapolis, Minn. 
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NUINE (Brand New) 


‘ORONA 


¥3 Off Regular Price 


secure that 


ERE’S your 

Corona you've 
terms ever offered! 
tail; two color ribbon, 
fully designed, manufacturer's 
Recognized the world over as the finest, 
strongest, sturdiest portable built. During 
the Great War the Corona demonstrated its 
superb durability in every army. Its ability 
to stand up and deliver satisfaction under 
the most trying circumstances and unbeliev- 
able abuse has made it the choice of war 
correspondents, reporters, feature writers. 


Yours for 10 Days FREE 
Send No Money 


this pers« nal writing port- 
give you! "se it 10 days, 


chance to 
wanted on the easiest 
Complete in every de- 
back spacer, beauti- 
guarantee 


Experience the joy 
able typewriter can 


free! See how easy it is to run, and the splendidly 
typed letters it turns out. Ide: il for the office 
desk, home, traveling Small, ompact, light, 
convenient Don’t send out letters, reports, 
bills, in poor handwriting when you can have 


this Corona at such a low price or on such easy 


Carryine Case Included 
—If You Act Now 


Leatheroid carrying case, oiler, instructions free 
on this offer. Send no money—just the coupon. 
Without delay or red tape we will send you the 
Corona. Try it 10 days. f vou decide to keep 


a month until our 
is the time to buy. 
repeated 

Mail coupon now. 


Mailing this Coupon Brings You 
a Brand New Corona for 
a 10-Day Trial 


TYPEWRITER SALES CORPORATION, 
360 E. Grand Ave., Chicago. 

Ship me the Corona, F. 0. B 

leposit $3 expre agent If 

end you $4 a month until the $47 

s paid; the title to remain with ye 

am to have 10 days to try the 


then $4 
is paid. Now 


never be 


price of $50.00 


This offer may 


Chicago. On arrival T'll 
I keep machine, I'll 
00 balance of $50.00 
uu until then. I 


typewriter wl I decide not 


to keep it, I will repack and return to ere s agent, who 
will return my $3 You are to give our standard 
guarantee. 


Employed By 


Tired,Tender Feet 


ISSOLVE a heaping teaspoonful of 
MU-COL in a quart of lukewarm 
water, soak the feet in the solution, 

sponge the ankles and lower limbs. This 
treatment just before vetieing, will bring 

relief and comforting sleep. 

Many prominent Chiropodists 
recommend MU-COL. Economi- 

cal. Powder form. Dissolve and 
use as required. Costs less and 
lasts longest. Handy fortravelers. 


MU-COL 
Non-poisonous hygienic powder. 
At Druggists, 35c, 60c, $1.20 or 

The MU-COL Company 
167 East Tupper, Buffalo, N. ¥. 
Send for Free Sample 


| hood in which the taxi stopped. 


Love at First Bite 


[Continued from page 59] 


I said. He wasn’t, to me! 
I'll keep him, then. 

it’s the right dog, 
Bring him around, 


that much!” 

“All right. 

“Wait a minute. If 
I'll pay the hundred. 
and let me make sure.” 

“Be sane,” said the voice. “If you want 
the dog, bring a hundred up to Lee Park, 
right by the monument, half hour from 
now,” and the telephone clicked. 

I tried in vain to find out who had tele- 
phoned. I began to have doubts. Would 
I recognize Dusty? Boston _ bulldogs 
looked a lot alike. About the only way I 
could be sure was if he bit me. 

Besides, there was the thought that here 
was proof to Margie that I had nothing to 
do with this second disappearance. 

She received me and my story coldly. 

“T'll go with you,” she said. 

There was no objection, as far as I could 
see. Lee Park was close to the center of 


town. Nobody would try anything rough 
there. I argued with her half-heartedly, 


but in the end she went with me. 

ROMPT to the minute I braked my car 

by the monument. There was nobody in 
sight. Five minutes passed—ten. Still no 
one. Margie was stirring wrathfully when 
a figure was outlined against the light of 
the drug store across the street. He kept 
his face in the shadow of his hat, and ap- 
proached the car. Evidently he had been 
watching us from the drug store, to make 
sure we had not brought officers with us. 

“Lookin’ for a dog?” he asked. 

“Yes!” Margie answered. 

“C’m’ on,” he said. “Leave th’ car there.” 
Still in the shadow, he strode across the 
park, and at the street on the far side, 
hailed a taxi. 

Our companion got up front with the 
taxi driver. I could not hear the address 
he gave. Margie did not speak; nor did I. 

I did not like the looks of the neighbor- 
Margie, 
however, stepped out entirely unafraid. 
There was a muttered colloquy at the taxi, 
a long moment of making change, and then 
the roar of the motor as it sped away. 
When the taxi had disappeared, I liked the 
look of things even less. I lagged for a 
quick look around as our guide mounted 
the steps and unlocked the door. 

He switched on a small electric light in 


the hall, and moved into the shadow. 
“All right,’ he said. “Let’s have the 
money.” 


“Let’s see the dog first,” I demanded. 

“Oh, he’s here, all right,” he said, and, 
opening a door at the other end of the 
hall, he took hold of a chain. Dusty was 
on the other end. 

“Let’s see him, closer,” 

“Don’t you think I know Dusty!” asked 
Margie. The stranger, however, still kept 
his head bent in the shadow of his hat as 
he unsnapped the chain. 

Margie bent over the absent one, throw- 
ing her arms about him. When I looked 
up from the tableau, I found out why he 
had unchained Dusty, for I was looking into 
the business end of a gun. 

“ll take that hundred, now,” the dog 
thief said. “Also those rings she’s wearin’ 
an’ yo’ watch, and any other spare change 
you have. Let’s have it!” 

“All right, Doc,” I said. 
us, you’ve got us.” 

I emptied my pockets on the floor in 
front of me and turned to Margie. 

“Let’s have your rings,” I told her. “All 
of ’em— and everything else valuable you 
have.” 

She gave me one 
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I demanded. 


“If you've got 


look of scorn, then 


without another word she obeved me, 

“Give me your handkerchief,” I ordered 
her. Then to the stranger, “I’m tying 
them into a bundle for you.” “Tha’s right,” 
he warned. “You'll get more by helpin’ 
me.” 

finished 
bundle. 

“Here Dusty,” I 
placed the bundle 
smacked him sharply. 
stant's sparkle in the pup’s brown eyes as 
he looked up understandingly at me. Then 
he was gone like a shot through the open 
back-door. 

The stranger whirled 
brought his gun down. 


tying the compact little 
“Beat it!” I 
in Dusty’s mouth and 
There was an in- 


said softly. 


after Dusty and 
There was a flash, 


a report, and his arm jerked with the 
recoil. “Run, Margie, I'll hold him!” I 
yelled. I tackled him. We went down in a 
heap. 


Instead, she jumped for his head. I 
twisted the gun from his hand and swung 
about just as I heard the door to the room 
behind me open. There was an instant’s 
glimpse of a face with a scar from lip to 
eye and of a blurred something descending. 

I do not know how long I was out. 
When I regained consciousness I was tied 
up, lying half on the floor, half against the 
wall. Margie was tied and seated in a 
rough chair, across from me. On the bed 
was the stranger, and I did not like his 
looks. He was smoking, and his fingers 
trembled as he lifted the cigarette. I kept 
my eyes nearly closed, reconnoitering through 
the lashes. 

Voices came to me through the partition 
I lay against. “Dog stealing!” said an angry 
voice. “That’s the sort you’ve got us hol- 
ing up with! Every crook above the dead- 
line ‘ll be laughin’ at us when we get back 
to God’s country !” 

“How could I pick?” said another voice. 
“Pete, here with a hole in his shoulder, and 
every tin-star in three states tryin’ to get 
a snatch at that reward! Way I see it, 
you're lucky you had anywhere to go till 
Pete could travel.” 

“All right, then, Brains! What you 
go’ner do now? This dog thief you've got 
us boarding with has got those kids in 
yonder. They got a good look at Al's face 
and you know there’s been pictures o’ that 
scar in every paper in the country. If we 
hold ‘em, the hayseeds’ll tear this state 
wide apart lookin’ for them. You may feel 
like bumpin’ them off, but no hot seat for 
mine, thanks! What you go’ner do?” 

“Do? That’s easy. Pete can stand the 
gas cart now. We'll call in our landlord, 
feed him some sort o’ cock-and-bull, and 
beat it. With any sort o’ luck we ought to 
be five hundred miles from here when the 
tin-stars get him, and we should worry! 
They already know who did that safe job!” 

I heard footsteps outside. The knob 
turned, a beckoned mysteriously 
through the door. The stranger left us and 
went out. 


COULD hear only a word or two of the 

colloquy that followed—not enough to 
know what they were saying. Eventually 
the man returned, and through the partition 
I could hear the sound of preparations for 
departure. 

Still I kept my eyes closed. If our guard 
did not know I had recovered consciousness 
there might be some way to escape. 

Minutes passed but they seemed _ hours. 
Margie stirred, 
half-closed eyes. 
there was a shock to me 
friendliness of her tone. 


and I watched her through 
Suddenly she spoke and 
in the warm 
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weren’t scared at all when my friend tried Now You ‘ an Reduce 
to sick the dog on you.” 
The man looked over at her without a e . 
change of expression, and went on smok- 2 to A | bs In a Ni ht 
ing. Margie refused to accept the rebuff. e 
od um “I did make a mistake in paying you too 
ordered much reward the first time, didn’t I? They Eat what you please 
n tying told me I did. NW ould you have taken him Wear what you please 
5 right.” again if Vd paid less ? : Do what you please 
helpin’ a h-huh, _he said. “So you recognized T . = 
me. did you?” ake no risky medicine 
. Margie did not show the alarm she should 
t little have at her slip. “Ob, yes,” she told him _Send the coupon for your first three Fayro Baths 
tit!” I calmly. “We're old friends, now—really! Thousands of smart women have found 
ith and ped this easy way to take off 2 to 4 pounds once 
yt what difference does it make if we're frank ?” oF Fae a refresh- 
"Then I began to get it. Margie was talking as | 1Ng fayro Daths in the privacy of their own 
he open jast as she could, and far more loudly than | homes. 
there was any necessity to talk. Then I Fayro is the concentrate of the same 
ty and heard it again—the slightest of sounds out- | natural mineral salts that make effective 
; side. She kept on, holding the guard’s at- ; 
a. flash, tention: the waters of twenty-two hot springs of 
America, England and Continental Europe. 
wn tas “THAT was a clever trick of my friend’s, | For years the spas and hot springs bathing 
wasn't it? To have the dog carry allour | resorts have been the retreat of fair women 
rad. valuables away. I didn't know what he 
swung was doing, either; the only other idea that ithe 
1e room had occurred to me was to hide my rings Excess weight has been removed, skins 
estaat’s by dropping them in— toe have been made more lovely, bodies more 
lip to She stopped. The stranger got to his feet shapely and minds brighter. 
sending. so suddenly that he shoved the bed back. 
a aa “I never thought of it!” he told her. The Hot Springs are now Brought to You 
ras tied “You thought he was giving that stuff to Painstaking analyses of the active ingredients of the 
imat the me, and 0” course you hid what you could. | waters from twenty-two of the most famous springs 
a Dropped ‘em down th bosom o’ yo’ dress, | have taught us the secret of their effectiveness. You 
ee hed didn't you? We'll just see! can now have all these benefits in your own bath. 
ike his There was a leer on his face as he lurched | Merely put Fayro into your hot bath. It dissolves 
yan toward her. Bound as I was I got my rapidly. You will notice and enjoy the pungent fra- 
I kept ieet somehow together under me and stood | grance of its balsam oils and clean salts. _ ' 
threush up. I launched my body at him but he | Then, Fayro, by opening your pores and stimulating 
fs heard me. His fist caught me and slammed | perspiration forces lazy body cells to sweat out surplus 
artition me down. He bent above me, raised his fat and bodily poisons. Add Fayro to your bath at 
reine heavy boot, and stamped it in my face. night and immediately you will lose from 2 to 4 pounds 
phage" I clung for a while to consciousness. I saw | in an easy, refreshing and absolutely harmless manner. 
us hol- him turn again to Margie but as he laid his Your phy sician will tell you that Fayro is certain to 
Apa’ hand upon her there came sudden pande- | do the work and that it is absolutely harmless. 
: . monium: a crash as the door was torn Fayro will refresh you and help your body throw off 
ss from its hinges, men poured into the room, | worn out fat and bodily poisons. Your skin will be HERE’S PROOF 
oar yor men with faces that vaguely I seemed to re- clearer and smoother. You will sleep better after your Read what Fayro Baths have 
Reson member and, curiously, a smaller, brown | Fayro bath and awaken feeling as though you had en- d. fi th 
= form that looked like Dusty was with them. joyed a week’s vacation. paar ihins — 
go till My clothes — we with the water they | Lose Weight Where You Most Want To “Three Fayro baths reduced my -ceight 
were throwing into my face when I came | Fayro reduces weight generally but you can also 11 pounds in 8 days. I feel better than I 
at = you again to myself. Sheriff Tom Kent was | concentrate its effect on abdomen, hips, legs, ankles, hase felt for yours. 
ve ‘got “wee _— and a couple of his deputies were chin or any part of the body you may wish. “TI weigh 16 pounds less and feel younger 
kids in over me. and sleep better. Fayro is «wonderful. 
’s fac “Sheriff Tom!” I exclaimed, wondering if | Results Are Immediate ——— 
oe I were dreaming. “What—how—did you | Weigh yourself before and after your Fayro bath. “My double chin vanished in the magic 
. that zet here? How did you know where to | You will find you have lost from 2 to 4 pounds. And of Fayre batts. 
If we come ?” a few nights later when you again add Fayro to your “My hips were always too prominent 
Agere: Sheriff Tom snorted. bath, you will once more reduce your weight. Soon until I commenced Fayro baths. I have 


vay feel 
eat for 


“You aren't afraid of dogs, are you? You ' 


“TZ NOW! My, Lord, boy! First o’ all the 
hotel clerk down by the station phoned 


you will be the correct weight for your height. No 
need to deny yourself food you really want. No need 
for violent exercise. No need for drugs or medicines. 


lost 12 pounds. 


“Thank you for Fayro. I lost 14 pounds 
in three weeks; feel better and certainly 
look better.” 


oe us there was a taxi driver tryin’ to change | Merely a refreshing Fayro bath in the privacy of your re . —— 
ught to to look out for as havin been stolen from sai Try Fayro at our Risk = Favre baths have reduced them beautifully. 
os ae the bank in that safe blowin’ last week. ; _ The regular price of Fayro is $1.00 a package. With Thank you very much.” 
woevy' \n’ he was right, too; it was one o’ the | the coupon you get 3 full sized packages and an in- PE A se sayg O 
: job!” stolen numbers. ; teresting booklet “Health and Open Pores” for $2.50 quoted, but every letter published has 
=e “We had this taxi fellow in my office, and plus the necessary postage. Send no money. Pay the been authorized and names and ad- 
-riously om this poe ‘h hoger paid this = postman. Your money refunded instantly if you want dresses will be given on request. 
»y this fellow here, when there came the 
us and ‘scaredest’ telephone message I ever got. The a 
dog had just got to her house,” nodding 
of the toward Margie, “with all her jewelry and Fayro, Inc. O-6-28 
wh to a pocketbook with yo’ name and papers in 821i Locust St., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
ntually it. The folks knew nara or had happened Send me 3 full sized boxes of Fayro in plain package. 
urtition to you all. When the taxi driver heard the I will pay plus necessary 
with the man that paid him the bill, and at 
_— that’s how we found out where to come. 
— that big tourin’ car come out the side 
road. They wouldn’t stop, and we blew off 
their tires. When they saw the riot guns 
ke and we'd got will refund your money without a question. City 
warm 4 ’ ; or that. You risk nothing. Clip the coupon and mail If you live outside the United States send International 
He rubbed his hands complacently. it today. Money Order with coupon. 
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Jewels 


In addition to our NEW LOW PRICE, I will send 
for your approval one of these Standard Watches, 
guaranteed for a lifetime of satisfactory service, not 
only by the Santa Fe Watch Company, but by the 
Great Illinois Watch Factory. So accurate, Govern- 
ment cfficials carry them; so perfect and beautiful, 
jewelers say they are worth % to % more than we ask 
for them. I will send you one to see WITHOUT 
ONE PENNY DOWN—-allow you to wear it 30 days 
FREE—then sell it to you on easy payments. 


Why Not Own a 21-Jewel 
Santa Fe Special Watch? 


You will never miss the few cents a day that will 
make you own one of these watches. SEND FOR 
WATCH BOOK-— illustrating in beautiful colors hun- 
dreds of designs and combinations in cases in the 
POCKET WATCH, MEN’S STRAP WATCH and 
LADIES’ WRIST WATCH You can have your name 
or monogram and any emblem you may desire en- 
graved in the Case to suit your own ideas. Write 
today for Free Watch Book, and make your selection 
at once, while this offer lasts. 


FREE ! A Limited Offer: With every 

Santa Fe Special, a beautiful gold 
chain or strand ‘ot exquisite pearls. Write today. 
Mail Coupon for both Watch and Diamond Catalog. 


Santa Fe Watch Company 


Dept. 6125 Thomas Building, Topeka, Kansas 
(House of the Great Santa Fe Railway) 


Mail # Santa Fe Watch Company, 
Coupon ff dep. 6125 Thomas Building, 
Today Topeka, Kansas. 


a Please send prepaid and without obliga- 
tion your Watch Book Free, explaining your 
“No Money Down" Offer on the Santa Fe 


i Special watch. 


PRETTY ANKLES $5.75 
anp CAIVES BL 


R.WALTER’ 


Ankle Bands, will Supt an 
shape the ankle and calf whil ie reduc- 
ing them. 

They fit like a glove. Can be worn un- 


derany kind of hose without detection, 
You can note thedifference inshapeof 
ankle at once. Can be worn at night 


and reduce while you sleep, orduring 
the day deriving then extra benefit 
of the support. 
Write for Dr. Special g 
Ankle Bands for $3 Pay by 
check or money order A cash) or 
pay postman. 

Send Ankle and Calf measure to 


DR. JEANNE S. S. WALTER 
389 Fifth Avenue New York 


for its 26 
years of 
success 
reliability 


“Five thousand reward won’t be so bad 
for a night’s work,” he began, then popped 
his fingers in sudden recollection. “Sa-ay, 
wait a minute!” He felt in his pocket and 
extracted another paper. 

“I forgot!” he said. “You kids were 
|lucky. There was another reward. A thou- 
| sand more for information leadin’ to the 
capture. You kids get that—how do you 
want to do, divide it?’’ and he handed the 
paper to Margie. 

She smiled, beginning to shake her head; 
then her eyes glinted in sudden merriment. 

“Neither Howard nor I get it, Sheriff 
Tom,” she said. “It’s Dusty’s,” and she 


Sunday afternoon early in the spring. 

The few who do look back upon their 
wildness with regret realize that they have 
|cheapened themselves and give up wild 
| party-ing. 

Although the habit has become general in 
all levels of society, I believe it hits the 
| fastest pace in the young married country- 
|club crowds. Bored with home life and 
each other they crave speed, intrigue, and 
| wildness. Thus banded together as a group 
of excitement eaters they stop at nothing 
short of murder. A party I attended very 
recently convinced me of that. 


HIS party started out as many do over 

a high-ball after dinner. Neither my host, 
J , nor his wife, M , had planned 
any excitement for my special benefit. 

But two very attractive couples drove up 
in a five thousand dollar speedster. They 
had had a few drinks down the road. 
| These two couples like my host and hostess, 
| were nice people. They were from very 
|fine old Jersey families. The men were 
graduates of famous universities. The girls 
had traveled and studied abroad. 

“We've been looking for trouble all eve- 
ning,” one of the girls said. 

“Tt has been found right in this house,” 
said. 
| “Pll say! And how! What a brawl we 
| pulled here Saturday night after the coun- 
try club! It’s a wonder you had any house 
left after that golf game in the library,” 
|exclaimed the other girl. 

“We only broke the three south windows, 
|two pictures, and some bric-a-brac,” de- 
|clared J “Mac bet he could drive 
| three balls off a rug, through each one of 
|those south windows. I bet I could do 
|the same thing—” 
| This conversation continued about twenty 
| minutes. Then the balloon went up! 
| “T’ve got a new way to play strip poker,” 
said one of the girls. She grabbed a pack 
| 


of cards. 

“We played it at the Harrington's last 
night. It’s a whiz. If you get a card 
above a nine spot you take off something. 
Jewelry’s out. It’s got to be clothes. 
There’s a king for you Mister Man,” she 
said, and flipped the king of hearts at me. 
| Off came my coat. 
| J——’s wife drew the ten of spades and 
yanked off a slipper. Her big police dog 


suddenly bounded into the room. G—— 
[gave him the ace of diamonds. Off came 
Big Boy’s brass-studded collar. 

“You're naked, go hide,” G said. 


And so started a strip poker game that 
| wasn’t a game at all. Just an excuse for 


| everybody to act like hoodlums! 
| Within ten minutes we were literally all 
‘down to a few stitches of respectability. 


bent down and gave the paper to the pup. 

And then the wildest, most inconceivable 
of things happened. Dusty, the arrogant, 
the irreconcilable, took firm hold of the 
paper, padded over to me, and hoisted his 
front paws to my knees. Gravely he laid 
it in my lap. His stub of a tail waggled, and 
then I'll swear he seemed to look up at 
Sheriff Tom with a hidden moaning as he 
walked over to the door and left us, 
Margie’s eyes met mine. “Humph!” said 
Sheriff Tom, “looks to me like that dog’s got 
mo’ sense than all the rest o’ us!” He led 
the procession out and left us alone 
together for a moment. 


Are We Becoming Social 
Hoodlums? 


[Continued from page 35] 


J—— drew a card that called for him to 
remove his only remaining garment. He 
was a trifle slow in complyirg with G——’s 
order to play the game. As a result his 
last stitches were all but torn off in the 
ensuing rough-house led by the girls. 
The window shades were all up, and a 
married couple driving past rushed in to 


connect up with the excitement. The new- 
comers, R - and B , yanked off their 
clothes without waiting for cards. Their 


big idea was to catch up with the strip 
poker party. They did—and how! 

R impulsively decided to do a veil 
dance on the front lawn. Our host accom- 
modatingly moved the Victrola to the porch 
and put on a record. The rest of us dressed 
in the weirdest assortment of stuff imagin- 
able. I wore a lamp-shade for a hat, and 
a maid’s apron out of the kitchen. B-—— 
jammed a derby over his ears, and dared 
anybody to say he wasn’t fully dressed! 

The veil dance done, everybody pulled 
on beach and bath robes and drove a mile- 
a-minute to the shore where we went swim- 
ming in the Scandinavian style. The water 
was freezing, but it didn’t cool our Scotch 
ardor. 

J got away for his New York office 
two hours later than usual next morning, 
but his only concern seemed to be if I had 
enjoyed the wild party. 

I have never been hypocritical, and I'm 
not going to be that way now. I am not 
fed up with wild parties because some turn 
into strip poker parties. I didn’t shut my 
eyes in embarrassment at the Jersey party. 

It’s the way these parties invariably end 
that’s at the bottom of my reaction against 
them. I hate to think that wild parties are 
destroying our capacity for all social pleas- 
ure and entertainment except bacchanalian 
revels and brawls. 


T’S NEXT to impossible to give a quiet 

party these days at which interesting and 
attractive people can get together and give 
each other something in the way of real 
social value. If you ask one or two people 
to stop at your house for a few minutes 
to have a cocktail they are just as likely to 
be there at three in the morning. We can- 
not control the party craving today; it 
controls us. 

Just to show you what I mean, last 
Christmas I invited three men and _ three 
women to my place for a few cocktails 
before we all went out to dinner together. 
I emphasized the “no wild party,” but there 
wasn’t a chance. Each of my six guests 
brought along some friends. That’s the wa) 
it goes nowadays. Your invited guests take 
the liberty of dragging their friends to an 
affair on the grounds that a party is a 
free-for-all. 
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So my quiet little party quickly turned 


into a brawl against my wishes. At the 
risk of being thought inhospitable, I served 
only three rounds of cocktails. But this is 
an age in which people think nothing of 
asking for drinks in your house and taking 
them if they are not served. The crowd 
helped itself to liquor. 

Within twenty minutes the radio and vic- 
trola were broken. Then S——, one of the 
uninvited guests, took the steam plug out 
of a radiator, yelling, “Look out it’s going 
to fog!” This was supposed to be funny. 

A geyser of steam shot out, and the living 
room was thick with the warm wet mist 
before I turned the radiator off. I realized 
that the man who had caused all the trouble 
was going to give me a lot more unless he 
snapped out of it. I suggested a cold shower 
for him but that was my mistake. Appar- 
ently swims and showers have the same 
effect on some people. S seemed him- 
self after the icy needles hit him and I 
left him believing everything was all right. 


UT the next moment he dashed into the 

living room, and did an Indian war 
dance attired only in a bath towel. Every- 
body cheered when he said the shower had 
given him a new lift, and I was afraid the 
whole crowd would try this stunt. 

Of course, a man has got to be very 
“ginned-up” to do what S did. But 
there was more than liquor behind his In- 
dian war dance. He wanted to create a 
sensation and he knew that he could get 
away with this wild sort of stuff. The 
crowd would stand for it! 

I don’t know how my quiet little Christ- 
mas cheer party ever ended. I suppose, 
after all, people must eat once in a while. 
Eight of us found ourselves in Reubens’ 
restaurant about eleven o'clock. One of 
the girls threw a plate at a waiter while 
others zipped heavy cardboard menus all 
over the place until the manager threatened 
to call the police. I went home after dinner 
but the party drove downtown and carried 
on until five in the morning. Next after- 
noon one of my guests of the day before 
said I had missed a wonderful time by 
going home. 


“There were great doings down at 
Charley’s. We played tag on the fire-escape 
ladders. Mary broke her arm. Four people 


passed out cold, and we wrecked the place,” 
she boasted and boasted is the right word. 

There were two engaged couples in that 
crowd and I watched them closely. I am 
always curious to see if modern men and 
girls in love digress very far from the ways 
of lovers of a few years ago. I like to 
see if they, too, have become “broad- 
minded” about each other. 

If some one had not pointed out the two 
engaged couples I never would have been 
able to pick them out. Both the men and 
girls were flirting to beat the band, and 
carrying on as wildly as anybody else. 

However the proportion of engaged 
couples at the modern wild party is very 
low. Perhaps people no longer broadcast 
the fact that they are engaged for fear 
announcement would hamper their good 
times. Perhaps being engaged is not as 
popular as it used to be. Perhaps the en- 
gaged couples stay away from these parties. 

My friend B told me recently about 
one of these excitement hunts after which 
all the people involved were expelled from 
a well-known club and that is just about 
as bad as being arrested. 

“The whole darn’ thing started out of 
nothing,” B said. “It was a rainy night 
and I was just going to have a few cock- 
tails before dinner with a man, dine at my 
club, play bridge an hour, and turn in. 

“After three Bacardi cocktails my com- 
panion got party-itis. There were only 


about twenty people in the club because it 
was such a wet night. 


We only knew five 


of these people. But you know how it 4 
when you’ve got a few drinks aboard! | 
People don’t bother about introductions. | 

““J—— dragged everybody up to his room | 
and we were still there cocktailing at ten.) 

“One of the girls did a dance for which | 
almost anybody could be sent to Atlanta | 
for life. Then somebody got the big idea for 
a swim in the pool in the men’s locker room. 
Women were strictly forbidden in the men’s | 
lockers. However nobody worried about 
rules and nobody stopped to get a swimming 
suit.” 

“T can guess the rest,” I said. 

“Yep! There was a stampede for the 
pool. Everybody divested enough to make 
swimming a pleasure. But, some one, not 
quite as big a hoodlum as the rest of us, 
snapped off the lights in the tank room. 

“There was a dash for the pool. Splashes, 
gurgles, cries! The water revel was on. 

“Then the terrible thing happened. The 
lights flashed. A member of the club’s 
board of governors came into the room. 
He ordered everybody to dress and leave 
the place. Next day B and his friends 
were expelled from the club.” 

Then I told B how I attended a 
pirates’ ball last summer at a Rhode Island 
club. The affair started with dinner on 
Saturday night. It was such a riot that 
at four A. M. Sunday nobody wanted to 
go home. On the suggestion of the host 
ten of us started in cars for a place near 
Boston to visit a man no one knew except 
my host. After being pinched twice for 
speeding we arrived at a big beautiful 
estate. 


A milk wagon was just leaving the place 
as we entered at five-thirty. Two of the 
boys tied the driver up, stole the milk 
wagon, and drove all over the vicinity de- 
livering milk to every house we saw. 

It was all done in the spirit of a wild 
party prank. Nobody meant any harm. But 
the driver reported the affair to the police, 
and we were actually arrested on about 
four different charges. Fortunately our host- 
to-be was influential. A few fines, payment 
for the milk, and a tip to the driver finally 
settled things without anybody having to 
go to a barred cell. 

I could describe other wild parties by 
the dozen. 


Y WAY of contrast to these wild parties 

I went to a dinner dance in Connecticut 
recently which I will long remember as an 
affair that produced one hundred per cent 
social entertainment and pleasure without 
going wild. 

I do not doubt but that the usual number | 
of affairs were taking place at this party | 
but they were conducted with subtlety. | 
The dancing lasted until three o’clock. But | 
the party was over then. 

Why was that party such a nice affair? 
Why didn’t it run wild? Were the people 
on this party different from the people who | 
go in for wild parties? 

No! For many of the guests were people 
who had given some of the wildest parties 
imaginable. There had been plenty of 
liquor available. Everyone who was on 
that party agrees that it was just one of 
those miracles that happen every now 
and then. 

But the Connecticut party gave me some- 
thing to think about. It made me realize 
that our wild affairs are not giving us genu- 
ine good times. They are cheating us of 
all the attraction that “nice” people possess 
in their more refined moments. 

The wild party habit is affecting us the 
same as dope affects its users. It leaves us 
nervous, restless, fevered by insatiable crav- 
ings for more excitement, and actually makes 


30 Day Weight 
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Nothing to Buy 


FOLLOWING this pro- 
gram gives wonderful 
results, and provesone does 
not have to be or become 
too fat, too thin, or illy 
proportioned. It is based on 
the simplest, best, safest 
system of weight control 
known to the medical pro- 
fession. Send for it today. 
It’s absolutely free. 


A Charming Figure 
Easily Acquired 


Y THIS amazing system(the result of the Weight 
Control Conference held in the N. Y. Academy 
of Medicine), you can weigh what you want and 

take off or put on weight where desired. Approved 
by physicians. Endorsed by thousands. Following 
the 30-Day Program will enable you to take off at 
least 10 pounds and convince you that you can be 
youthfully slender, perfectly formed. 
This Program (complete 
mm] with daily menus, exercises, 
} instructions) is given you by 
the makers of the Health-O- 
Meter Automatic Scale that 
makes weight control easy 
and safe, warns you if you 
are starting to gain or lose. 
Procurable at most depart- 
ment, hardware, physicians’ 
supply and drug stores. 


HEALTH-O-METER 


a 
Continental Scale Works, Dept.60-F 
a 5703 S. Claremont Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
g Without cost or obligation to me, send me g 
g your 30-Day Weight Control Program, a 
= Name 
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us unhappy. This is why I’m fed up with 

wild parties, and I honestly believe that | street | 
everybody will eventually decide to cut) ‘ 

them out. City __ State_____ J 
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Removes This Ugly Mask 


slightest need of feeling 
Othine 


There's no longer the 


ashamed ot your freckles, is double 


estrength—is guaranteed to remove these homely 
spots. 

Simply eet an ounce of Othine from any drug 
or department store and apply a little of it 
night and morning and you should soon see 
that even the worst freckles have begun to dis- 
ippear, while the lighter ones have vanished 
entirely It is seldom that more than an ounce 


is needed to completely clear the skin and gain 
1 beautiful complexion 

strength Othine as 
back if 
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HE Rectangular Shape Wrist Watch Is the most up 
to date wrist watch worn in the largest cities all over 
the world, such as New York, London and Paris. Its 
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admirers of style and beautiful jewelry. The case is 14K 
rolled white gold platinum style and beautifully engraved. 
Silk gros-grain ribbon band and engraved clasp Ruby 
and sapphire jeweled movement, perfect timekeeper. Will 


give 25 years satisfactory service 


Latest Solitaire Ring 

LUE white, fiery sparkling ‘‘Har- 
birn Diamond,” set in platinum 
style, richly engraved, latest de- 


sign solitaire ring Harbirn Dia- 
monds are full 32 facet cut of daz- 
zling radiance and rainbow brillianey 


heir similarity to perfect cut, flaw- 
less, genuine diamonds is amazing 
‘ven to experts 


Big Special 
Advertising Offer 


TO ADVERTISE HARBIRN DIAMONDS. WE WILL 
GIVE THE ABOVE DESCRIBED RECTANGULAR 
WRIST WATCH. ABSOLUTELY FREE, WITH EACH 
DIAMOND OUR 


RING PURCHASED ON 
LIBERAL PAYMENT PLAN 


SEND NO MONEY 


Send only name and address. No papers to sign. No 
references askec No red tape, no delay. Just state size 
or send a strip of paper for measure. ©n arrival pay your 
Postman only $2.00 down. Send balance $2.00 a month 
for 4 months, full price only $10.00. The watch will not 
Cost you anything on this advertising offer as the price 
that you pay us is only for the ring and you get the 
watch absolutely free. This is your best chance to get a 
High Grade Rectangular Wrist Watch, absolutely free. 
Don't delay! Rush order at once. IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT 


GUARANTY WATCH CO, Yor 


People like my employer are ashamed of him. 
He disgraces the neighborhood. What sort 
of a man is your stepiather? Trust me. Tell 
me why you came here.” 

I looked into his kind, honest eyes, no 
longer laughing but filled with anxiety and 
I told him what had happened since my step- 
father had taken me away from school. 
“I’m glad he isn’t really your father. I sup- 
pose your father was an altogether different 
kind of man.” 

“His name was Hargrove,” I said, “a New 
York Hargrove and my mother was a Sef- 
fenden of Philadelphia. 

‘They disowned my mother and won't 
recognize me.” I began to feel that I was in 
danger. All my vague fears grew stronger 
and more definite. I told him how the Mex- 
ican servants spied on me. He could see my 
fears. He made no comments until I had 
finished; then he said: 

“That stepfather of yours is a pretty low- 
dewn specimen according to my way of think- 
ing. Of course he is going to sell you to the 
highest bidder, you see that, don’t you?” 

“Not without my consent,” I cried. 

“Poor little kid,” he said softly. “What a 
lot of things there are about this evil old globe 
that you don’t know!” 

He looked at me for a long time as though 
trying to find out the real me. 

“If you go up there tonight, don’t drink 
anything. Keep your head.” 

“T never take anything except a liqueur 
with coffee.” 

“Don't take even that tonight.” He rose 
to his feet. We had been sitting on a marble 
garden seat under early roses. There was a 


| depression about Alan Carden’s manner. 
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MEN and WOMEN! Restore 
Original, Youthful Hair Color 
With YOUTHRAY — Quickly! 
New, different, absolutely harmless. 
sitively restores original color. Suc- 
ceeds where others fail. Beneficial to 
Hair and Sealp. Ends dandruff. Makes 
hair grow luxuriant. Used by thousands. 
Unconditionally guaranteed to satisfy. 
NO DYE! No one will know you use it. 
Applied to scalp—does not 

stain. Acts on color gland in hair root. Forces 
Nature to color hairin natural way from in- 
side. Will not wash off. Doos not affect wave. 
No after-graying at scalp as hair grows. No touching up. 


FREE TRIAL! ! Prove for beste at oun risk 2e 
for book e Hair Beauti- 
ful,’ and particulars of Gu Offer. Send N IW. 
N. 


Ave., Dept. 26AsChicago , 


“Leonie,” he said, “I may be the biggest 
fool in the world and you may be the greatest 
actress in it. If you happen to be the greatest 
actress I most certainly am its supreme fool.” 

“T don’t know what you mean,” I said and 
wondered why I wasn’t angry with him. 

“T hope you don’t. This is the best way 
out; it leads to your rear entrance.” 


N Y STEPFATHER came in at four. 
1 His face was flushed. 

“We're dining tonight at the mountain-top 
mansion of Earle C. Binner, whose fortune is 
conservatively estimated at fifty millions.” 

“IT don’t want to go,” I insisted. “I’m sure 
I shall hate him.” 

“Don’t be a fool,” he answered. “I’ve ac- 
cepted for you and you are going. He's crazy 
to meet vou. Just be your natural self. He 
doesn’t believe your type exists any more. 
He’s tired of modern, cigarette-inhaling, ath- 
letic girls who swap smoking-room stories. 
He'll fall hard.” 

“And then?” 
my horror. 

“Then your manager comes in, pulls all the 
old bromides and makes them live again. And, 
believe me, I'll make him pay for what he 
said to me at lunch. Those millionaires think 
they can insult poor men and get away with 
it. He believes all men have their price.” 

“What does he think of women?” I de- 
manded. 

“He has even a lower opinion of them, so 
it’s up to you to disabuse his mind. Don’t 
touch anything to drink. I said you never 
drank and he said I lied. You've nothing to 
worry about. I'll look out for you. This 
time I’m selling the genuine article.” 

“Selling?” I cried. “What do you mean by 
that ?” 

“Just a way of speaking,” he answered. 

As I dressed for dinner, I wished I had 
some woman to confide in. I wondered what 
Alan had meant by saying I was a great ac- 
tress. It could only mean he didn’t believe 


I said and tried not to show 
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in me. He would think I had been laughing 
at him all the time, that I was an adven- 
turess leagued with the adventurer, my step- 
father. 

Earle C. Binner was a heavily built man 
with a large, white face and scanty hair. He 
had large soft hands and pale eyes that stared 
at one almost insanely. His face was hard 
and fright inspiring. I tried to show no emo- 
tion. [ could at least prevent him from know- 
ing how scared I was at the way he held both 
my hands and stared into my face, with his 
own only a few inches away. Then he turned 
to my stepfather. 

“You're not such a liar as I supposed.” 


“Miss 


your 


M* STEPFATHER frowned. 
Wardour is not used either to 
manner or your way of speaking.” 

“We'll test that out later,” sneered Binner. 
“T'll say the make-up is good. I've made a 
special cocktail for the little beauty.” 

“Thanks, I don’t care for one.” 

My refusal seemed to astonish him but he 
seemed to think it was all part of an arranged 
plan originating in my companion. 

At dinner he hardly took his eyes from my 
face except to lift his glass. He ate almost 
nothing. I knew I was puzzling him. Was 
I really “jeune fille’ or was I an actress try- 
ing to persuade him? Once he began to tell 
a story that I suspected would have a risque 
ending but my stepfather stopped him. 

“] think,” said my stepfather with dignity, 
“that on reflection you will see that a young 
lady carefully brought up need not endure 
the sort of story you tell to other kinds ot 
women.” 

“Perhaps you are right,” he conceded, “but 
they all try to fool me. Women are so darned 
smart.” Then he turned to me. I thought I 
had never seen a face with so much of the 
lower animal in it. “This house and its con- 
tents are for sale and I'll tell the envious 
world I've had a lot of eager bidders.” 

“IT don’t wonder,” I said, “it is a beautiful 
place.” 

“The main attraction is,” he continued, 
“that I go with it.” He frowned when he 
saw the horror in my eye. “What's the mat- 
ter with you? I could be mighty good to 
you, Leonie.” 

As he said that, from the outer hall came 
the sound of raised voices. At the door I saw 
a tall man in evening dress pushing aside the 
little yellow butler. 

It was Alan Carden, the consulting chauf- 
feur, now arrayed in the hight of fashion. 
He looked around the room with a smile on 
his face. I had never seen any one more at 
ease. He did not smile or show any sign of 
recognition when his eyes fell on me and yet, 
in my heart, I knew that but for me he would 
not be there. I had never in my life been so 
astonished. Directly I saw him I lost my 
terrible nervou: sness, 

“Ah, Binner,” he said as he came to the 
place where my host was standing and 
scowled at him. “I hope I haven't come in 
at an inconvenient moment, but I happened 
to be passing—” 

“Passing!” Binner sneered. 

“Ves, passing,”’ Alan repeated, “so I thought 
I'd drop in and bring you a message from 
Miss Weldon. Your men have cut down 
some trees on her property line and she is 
furious.” 

“She’s not the only furious person,” Binner 
cried. “Let her see her lawyer and don’t let 
And her lawyer will have 
You forced an 
I’ve got 
here that you assaulted my butler.” 

stepfather 
it also and 


her bother me. 
something else on his hands. 
entrance here and I'll prosecute. 
witnesses 

“An unprovoked assault,” my 
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I cried, “because it 


will testify to it as well as 

“[ certainly will not,” 
wasn't an assault.” 

Alan bowed and smiled. “Thank you,” he 
said. “You could convince any judge and 
jury in California.” 

I wondered why he kept up this pretense 
of not knowing me. Binner scowled at my 
remark and glared at Alan. 

Alan still smiled cordially. “So in the great- 
ness of your heart you forgive me and invite 
me to have a drink. Thanks, Binner. I will 
and if you want me to feel even more at 
home, you'll introduce me to your guests.” 
He pretended to be astonished at Binner’s 
manner. “What! You won't? Then I must 
do it myself.” He turned to me smiling. He 
took my hand. “May I present Alan Carden 
to Miss Leonie Hargrove? Charmed.” 


SAW my stepfather look at him angrily. 

He was wondering how this stranger could 
know my real name was Hargrove. The tres- 
passer went on with his introductions quite 
seriously. “Mr. Carden,” he said, “would 
you care to meet Mr. Wardour? No! I 
really can’t blame you.” He turned his back 
on my stepfather and began to talk to me. 

Binner and my stepfather were whispering 
together. I could see that Binner was appar- 
ently blaming my stepfather who was pro- 
testing that he was not to blame. Perhaps 
Binner guessed that Alan had met me before. 

“Leonie,” Alan whispered, “listen very care- 
fully to what I have to say and don’t let them 
suspect it is anything but idle chatter. I’ve 
looked this situation over and I've got it right. 
Binner is as dangerous for you as strychnine.” 

“{ know,” I whispered. “I was horribly 
afraid.” 

“I'm going to get you out of this somehow 
and take you to a woman who'll protect you. 
I've got to go in a minute, I can see that, and 
as I stand at the front door talking, bolt out 
of it and run as fast as you can to the right. 
Run till I catch up with you. Don't look 
scared. They mustn’t suspect anything. Don’t 
hesitate. Girls have come to harm in this 
house and have never been avenged. My 
dear, for heaven’s sake, trust me.” 

When Binner and my stepfather came to- 
ward us they were so angry they did not see 
my agitation. They were raging at this cool, 
imperturbable man. 

“If you prefer to be thrown out,”’ Binner 
began, “I can promise to have the job done 
satisfactorily. That’s your affair.” He rang 
a bell. “But if you prefer to take the hint, 
here’s your opportunity. I give you fair 
warning that this is going to cost you more 
than you've bargained for.” My stepfather 
came to my side. I could see he was sus- 
picious. 

“How did that man know your name?” he 
demanded. I did not answer. I was getting 
ready to follow my amazing instructions. 

Alan Carden was still calm and smiling. 

“Binner,” he said, “you're not an_ ideal 
host, are you? I was just asking Miss War- 
dour to motor to Santa Barbara tomorrow 
and you interrupted us but fortunately not 
hetore she had accepted.” 

I don't know who you are,” 
stepfather, “but she won't go.” 

Then the butler came. He was not alone. 
On one side of him a man servant carried 
\lan’s light coat. On the other side a man 
carried his hat. There Alan stood smiling and 
unworried although there were five to one 
against him. I was sure now that Earle 
Rinner was insane when he was angry or 
everemotional. His pale eyes looked fiend- 
ish. 

“Now start something!” he snarled at Alan. 

“T have,” Alan said, still perfectly uncon- 
cerned, “and Ill bet you anything you like to 
wager that I carry it through to the finish.” 

When the butler saw that no violence was 
coming he sent the other men away and 
helped Alan with his coat. Then he flung 


snapped my 


open the door and as he did so I leaped 


through it. I heard the noisy excited cries of 
men and then the door was slammed and Alan 
was beside me. He picked me up as though 
I were a feather. 

“Don’t be frightened,” he laughed. He 
seemed to enjoy what almost scared me to 
death. Then he began to climb down the 
side of a steep cliff. “I built this goat path 
myself when Miss Weldon owned this place. 
Binner would break his neck if he tried to 
follow and the others don’t know of it. They 
think I drove away. My old bus is parked 
in a mass of Bougainvillea.” 

When we were on level ground he put me 
down. I made him although he did it re- 
gretfully. “I could carry your ninety pounds 
forever,” he said. 

“Where are we going?” I demanded. 1| 
was getting very nervous. By law Mr. War- | 
dour was my guardian and he would probably 
tell the police. 

Alan would be arrested and I should be 
given back to my guardian. Although I 
trusted Alan perfectly I couldn’t understand 
why he was a mechanic by day and a man | 
of fashion at night. I knew I wanted the pro- 
tection of a woman and I didn’t think his | 
employer, the stern, exclusive Miss Weldon, | 
would care for me. Women would think of 
me as purely an adventuress type. 

“We could say we were engaged,” Alan 
suggested. ‘Most old maids have a romance 
in their pasts.” 

“But it wouldn’t be true,” I said. 

Alan sighed. “I’m afraid not. Still we've | 
got to get out of reach of that man, Wardour. | 
He’s worse than Binner. 

“You're laughing at me,” I protested. 

He stooped down and kissed me. “You | 
poor little frightened darling,” he said, “of | 
course I’m not laughing at you but it may 
turn out seriously if Miss Weldon won't | 
champion us.” 

“You'd no right to kiss me like that,” I 
protested. 

“T can’t do anything right tonight,” he 
said. “I know I shouldn’t have kissed you | 
but I’ve wanted to from the moment I saw 
you looking down at me under the car.” 


ISS WELDON was reading in a very 
lofty drawing-room. She was tall, 
thin and rather forbidding. 

“What a way to enter a room,” she cried 

Alan dragged me in. “And who is this 
quite too attractive young lady?” I knew in 
a moment she disapproved of me. 

“Aunt Rachael,” he said, “I want you to 
protect her.” So she was his aunt! 

“May one ask why,” she snapped. 

Alan told all he knew about me but she 
smiled as though to pity him for his credulity. 

“My dear Alan,” she said, “hasn’t it oc- 
curred to you that everything has been 
planned just to capture you? You're as rich 
as Binner or will be when I die, and a million 
times more desirable. The girl is pretty, I 
admit.” she said. “She even has an air of 
good-breeding, a suspicion of race.” 

“Her mother was Agatha Seffenden,” Alan 
said. “That may explain.” 

You should have seen the sudden change 
in Miss Weldon. She peered into my face. | 

“That's whom you reminded me of,” she | 
said at last. “So you are poor Agatha’s child. | 
I loved your mother but she disappeared and | 
lived under a name we never could find out | 
in some place in Italy, wasn’t it? Why are 
you not with your Aunt Emily ?” 

“They've cut me off,” I explained. 

“In confidence,” Miss Weldon explained, 
“T detest Emily Seffenden and always have.” 
Her eyes sparkled. “It will be a great tri- 
umph to flaunt your loveliness before her. I 
shall adopt you legally, if necessary.” She 
looked from one to the other of us. “I sup- | 
pose you two are engaged ?” 

Alan looked at me imploringly. “I’m 
afraid not,” he sighed. 

“Silly boy,” I said, “I accepted you hours 
ago.” 
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to Say 


FATTY” 


Look at Me NOW 


The story of a 
woman who found 
the way out 


“tf WEIGHED 167 pounds less than four months 
ago. Today I weigh only 138 pounds. Yet I 
always ate plenty of good, satisfying foods. I didn't 
roll on the floor, or wear hot, sticky rubber garments, 
or take drugs or pills, or give myself exhausting sweat 
baths. 

“My figure is just what I want it to be. IT ean 
wear the latest styles now. And I'm stronger and 
healthier. I keep house, play, or dance without 
getting tired. My heart and lungs are fine. My 
complexion is clear. I feel just like a new woman 

“And it was all easy. I just followed Annette 
Kellermann’s simple, sensible methods. You know 
that Miss Kellermann has not changed her weight 
by an ounce in over 16 years. Her methods of re- 
ducing are approved by physicians. I know what 
Miss Kellermann has done for me—my weight has 
gone down nearly 30 pounds. If you want to reduce 
safely—and to grow stronger and healthier while you 
reduce, simply write for Miss Kellermann’s free book, 
‘The Body Beautiful.’ She will give you advice on 
reducing that is “or more than vou now realize.” 


* * 

Miss Kelle rmann will be a: ud to send you, free, a copy 
of her book, ‘The Body Beautiful,” she will also tell you 
about her method of reduction—a sane, sensible, scientific 
way that takes off your weight 2 xd at the same time in- 
creases your energy and strength. Simply send the cou- 
pon below or write a letter. There is no obligation 
Annette Kellermann, 225 West 309th Street, New York 
City, Suite 406. 


Annette Kellermann, Dep 
225 West 39th Street, City. 


Dear Miss Kellermann: 
Kindly send me, entirely without cost, your new book 
“The Body Beautiful.” am particularly interested in 
Weight Reducing. 


Name 
Address 


City .. State 
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Get directly at the cause. Reduce the 
inflammation of mucous membranes and 
catarrh quickly disappears. Hall’s Ca- 
tarrh Medicine relieves the inflamed con- 


dition of delicate linings of nose, throat 
and ear passages and gives Nature a 
chance. If you haye nasal catarrh, 


catarrhal deafness, catarrhal bad breath 
or frequent colds, start taking Hall’s now. 
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the table! A journalist present at what was 
to be an intimate, almost family, affair! I 
didn’t like that idea. 

| Ten minutes later I stood behind the closed 
|door of the priest’s small parlor, my heart 
| beating as it had never beat before, not even 
when I was going “over the top” for the first 
time. 
) At last I lifted the latch and for a moment 
| I had only a blurred vision of those gathered 
there, so violent was my emotion at meeting 
Madeleine Ferrat. 

During the course of the trial she had been 
dressed in black but tonight she had put on a 
white muslin frock and she looked like a child: 
very young, beautiful and appealing among 
the men surrounding her. These were Mon- 
sieur Abbé, who held her hand in his; 
Maitre Boravert, huge and red-haired, the 
great barrister to whom she owed her free- 
dom; a short, gay-looking man about forty, 
wearing a quaint brown wig that made him 
look older than he was, obviously Leon 
Patou; and last, not least, Lance Darrell. 

“And now, my dear child, here is our good 


| friend, milord Maclisie !” 


ADELEINE FERRAT fixed her blue 

eyes on my face. I stammered in 
French, “My congratulations, madame.” 
And then, all at once, my heart leaped, for 
in very good English she answered: 

“TI thank you most gratefully. Your pres- 
ence at my trial was a great help to me. 
Somehow I felt—I knew—that you believed 
me innocent!” 

“T did indeed,” I exclaimed. “But how is 
it that you speak such beautiful English ?” 

“IT was a governess in England for two 
vears after the War,” she answered. “Our 
family was ruined, my two brothers were 
killed and a friend advised me to go to 
England. I was very happy there. I have 
often wished, lately, that 1 had remained in 
your generous country instead of coming back 
here to meet with sorrow, shame, and de- 
spair.” Her voice lowered and became almost 


| inaudible. 


two 


| amazing? 


Suddenly the old priest voiced what the 
other Frenchmen had been thinking. 
“What will you do, now, my dear child? 
| What are your plans?’ 

“T’ve had wonderful offers to appear in the 
Paris music-halls,” she answered. “I even had 
an offer cabled from America. Isn't that 
But I have refused them all, of 
course.” 

Monsieur Patou said quickly, “I, myself, 
|am the bearer of an offer from the manager 


lof La Journée to tell you that he wants you 


to write a series of six articles dealing with 
your sensations during the trial and that he 
will give for them twenty- -five thousand 
francs, half in advance.” 

“A fortune,” said Monsieur l’Abbé. “Surely 
you will not refuse that offer, my child?” 

Her eves filled with tears. “I may be 
forced to accept it,” she said and her voice 
quivered. “But, oh, what would I not do to 
forget it oll?” 

My heart swelled with pity for her and 
with indignation against Monsieur l’Abbé. 

After coffee had been served Madeleine sud- 


'denly arose from the table. 


“T will ask you, gentlemen, to excuse me. 
I am very, very tired and I told my old aunt 

I should be back early.’ 

“May I escort-you to your aunt’s house?” 
I asked in English and her wonderful blue 


eyes flashed a grateful assent. 


It was long after eight and the Grande 
Place was empty; everyone was indoors eat- 
ing his evening meal. Even the café was de- 
serted. 

But as the door of the Presbytére opened, 
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| My Haunted Honeymoon 
| 


men, women, and children appeared as if by 
magic from the houses overlooking the wide 
stene-paved square. Each was apparently 
magnetized by the slight figure of Madeleine 
Ferrat and they all hastened toward the door 
of the Presbytére, around which they formed 
themselves into a circle. 

I took Madeleine’s hand in mine and | 
turned myself about so that my figure more 
or less concealed hers from the cruel gaze of 
the little crowd. 

“Ts there no back door to Monsieur |’ Abbé's 
house?” I asked. “I am anxious to have a 
short talk with you about your future plans.” 


“No, we cannot avoid going across the 
Place. But once we are through the gate of 
my aunt’s property, we shall be safe from 


prying eyes,” she said in a whisper. 

She took my arm and together we walked 
in silence through the line of onlookers across 
the Grande Place, up a narrow, steep, stony 
way, which terminated at the great iron gates 
of the parklike garden for which we were 
bound. 

The gates were locked and we waited, with 
a band of children staring eagerly at us, till 
a woman ran out of the lodge, opened the 
gates, let us in, quickly locked them again 
and without even saying the usual bon soir, 
disappeared into her little lodge. 

“Let us go down this way,’ Madeleine 
whispered and with a slight pressure on my 
arm she indicated a path to our left. 

For a while we walked along in silence, 
then all at once, I exclaimed in a low ardent 
voice: 

“Madame Ferrat, I am going to suggest that 
you do something which may seem very 
strange, even repugnant to your sense of what 
may be fitting. I implore you to think well 
over what I say before you say no.” 

Then I stopped, overwhelmed with con 
flicting feelings of fear, of hope, of suspense 
and longing. 

“] don’t know how to say it,” I said. 
Then, slowly and impressively I uttered the 
words, “I want you to become my honored, 
cherished wife, as soon as the legal! formali- 
ties make our marriage possible.” 


FELT her recoil. She dropped <ay arm 

but I seized her right hand and held it in 
mine, tightly, as I went on in a voice broken 
with emotion. “I know you do not even know 
my name, so great a hash did that good old 
priest make of it! Yet, it is the name of a 
man who has come to love you with his whole 
soul.” 

I stopped for a moment. Then I heard 
her say in a quavering voice, “Is not your 
love the form of pity that is akin to love?” 

“No,” I said. “In my case pity is not akin 
to love. I loved you from the first moment 
I saw you standing there in the dock facing 
so fearlessly and proudly all those brutes. | 
adored you when you were in the witness-box 
being heckled and tortured by that cynical 
devil. But one thing I will say. Had we met 
under happier circumstances I might have 
waited for months before speaking and had 
you said no then, I should have waited as 
Jacob waited for Rachel.” 

She objected in a whisper, “But you know 
nothing about me?” 

“IT know everything about you,” I ex- 
claimed. “There was nothing about you that 
those lawyers did not either drag out of you 
or out of your friends, and your enemies, too.” 

And then I stopped, for I remembered 
with a sunken feeling of jealous rage the Ital- 
ian count whom she was said to have loved 
and who had betrayed her so cruelly. 

Madeleine Ferrat began to cry, long drawn- 
out, piteous sobs that wrung my heart. 

I dropped her hand and put both my arms 
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around her, girdling her gently. “Darling,” 
I whispered, “perhaps you would rather wait 


| tonight !” 
She looked into my face; we could just 


Your Face 


Shape your nose to ees See. 


“No, no, you have been noble but you 


Da f i 

FREE rg Laggan have not thought; you do not understand | 

TRIAL that my name is now covered with infamy.” 
: My lips were almost touching hers but 


ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER suddenly [ straightened myself, though I still 
guarantees SAFE, rapid, permanent results | held her to me. “Again I ask you, again I 
in one to six weeks. Your age doesn’t matter. | implore you to become my wife,” I said. 

Absolutely painless. No “And how about the past?” She asked 

metal or screws to _and I believed that she was remembering the 

harm you. 60,000 doc- Italian she had loved. 

tors and users praise it. “The past?” I said. “The past shall never 

Write TODAY for new be remembered between us. Of course, I 
FREE BOOKLET | hate the thought that the mean Don Juan 

“The Nose and its Shape” is still in the world with you and me, curse 


ANITA CO., 695 Anita Building, Newark, WJ, 2m! But I'm going to forget him.” 


BEFORE AFTER 


HE said, “Believe me, my friend, you have 
no reason to be jealous of him. It is true I 


the kind of man that I was married to.” 
“Now,” I said and put a great restraint 
-—IN 90 DAYS? upon myself. “Let me take you to your aunt’s 
Play anyihing — jazz to classical! Even if house, Madeleine, and let us tell her at once, 
ou kno w ne othin; ino music— ” 
tonight, that we are engaged to be married. 
ie We turned round and were soon back in 
ak KE thi 
mi fri the avenue which led to the chateau. 
recplaing tedious I've “Kiss me,” she cried, “kiss me! Was ever 
musical instinct. New andoriginal @ Man as generous as you?” 
system does aw ith years of 
work. YOU WANT THE PROOF! And yet when our lips met, it was as if 
send it. Write me now. 
TTLE, Director I were kissing a dead woman, so unrespon- 
sive and cold she was. Yet, I was better 
pleased by her lack of feeling than I would 
have been by ardent response. 
Five minutes later she turned the handle 
~- —- | of the front door into the long, low chateau 


and admitted me into a dimly lit corridor. We 
to walked down it in silence but when close to 
the farther end, she lifted a tapestried curtain 


|and I followed her into a beautiful and stately 

room on whose pale gray panelled walls hung 
faded pastels of Madeleine’s ancestors and 
their lovely wives. 

As we came into the room an old lady rose 
from a hooded chair near the empty fireplace. 
It was the Marquise de St. Prie. She was 
dressed in a black silk gown; a lapel of lace 
framed her thin white face and gray hair. 

“Madeleine ?” she exclaimed. ‘Who is this 
gentleman ?” 
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pumgs er ether dangerous “In Scotland,” repeated the Marquise in a 


absurdities. I send a GUAR- 
ANTEED TWO DOLLA deliberate, satirical tone. “That is the coun- 


14-DAY | try of Mary Queen of Scots. I have some- 
TREATMENT times thought, of late, that you were very 
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r Cream included.) Pisin wrapper stay with us in Scotland, Madame la Mar- 


de 
IS IT WORTH 10c TO YOU? If not, your dime back . ibe 
by first mail. Address now, with ten cents only. quise.” 


Madame C. C. Williams, Buffalo, N. Y. Her grim face softened when I used the old 
regime mode of address, and she gave me, 

CRYSTAL GAZING the man who was so soon to be her grand- 
Tell your friends about this old art--What vou | D@phew by marriage, a long, measuring look. 
them | “I am old, sir, too old to travel,” she said. 
close stand distinction to your home, refierting | She bowed as if to signify that the audi- 
Be geld finished metal stand included. | ence was over, and I bowed also. I stood for 

|a moment uncertainly looking at her. 
LL eee Then I started for she gave a high, eerie 
Magnus ¥ Werke, Bex 12, ev ezick Sta. |laugh. “I wish you joy, Don Quixote,” she 

exclaimed. “My grand-niece, I trust, will 

prove grateful for your chivalrous deed! 

May you never repent having given her your 
mother’s name.” 

I turned on my heel, too angry to speak, 
and Madeleine followed me. Together we 
walked down the dimly lit corridor in si- 
lence. But when near the front door she 
whispered: 

“How I hate her! It was she who made 
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|tered in the old priest’s 


| lowed. 
| and his wife, I 


my miserable marriage. And oh, she has been 
so cruel to me ever since. Thank God, 1| 
shall never see her after I have become your 
wife.” 

She came out into the darkness with me 
and once more she clung to me with a piteous | 
feeling of gratitude. Once more I kissed her | 
cold, sad lips. | 

She left me at the gate and I went away 


| feeling that the whole world was a glorious 


place. 

And then oe happened which, how- | 
ever long I live, I shall never forget. 

The window of Monsieur |’Abbé’s little sit- 
ting room overlooked the Grande Place and 
tonight it was very hot and the window was 
wide open. With no thought of eavesdrop- 
ping but simply because I wished to enjoy for 


|a few moments my secret joy, I stood outside 


on the stone pavement by the door. I could 


| hear everything that was being said inside the 


room on my right. 

The first words I distinguished were ut- 
voice, uplifted in 
anger. 

“Though you are my guests, I tell you 
frankly you are hypocrites, every one of 


| you.” 


I shrugged my shoulders; I supposed they 
were discussing the eternal subject of politics. 
But no, the three Frenchmen were not talking 


| of public affairs, for I heard the journalist, 
| Patou, remark, in a rather shamefaced voice, 


“T agree that the brute, her husband, was un- 
doubtedly better dead!” 


HEN they were talking of Madeleine. I 
moved a little nearer to the open window. 

I heard Maitre Boravert speak, “No one 
can doubt that! I had to be very careful 
what I said yesterday afternoon, for I na- 


2 turally did not desire the jury to imagine that 
¢ | any woman would be justified, as I feel sure 


our lovely friend was, in ridding herself of 
such a beast.” 

I moved a little nearer along the pavement, 
|for I longed to know what Maitre Boravert 
| believed to be the heart of the mystery. 

The great advocate’s object had been to 
secure an acquittal, not to prove how the 
poison had been administered to Ferrat. But 
he must have had some theory; perhaps the 
enigma was about to be solved. 

“There's no doubt at all as to what hap- 
pened,” said the famous barrister. “A lovely 


| young girl, highly born, but of an impover- | 


ished family, is forced into a marriage with a 
rough, uncultured, and very peculiar-natured 
chap, for, my friends’—he lowered his voice 
a little—“there were things revealed to me by | 
the maid, who adored her mistress, which my 
client refused to allow me to divulge. Ah! 
human nature can be a very ugly thing. 

“Then comes on the scene a fascinating for- 
eigner, Count Torello,” Boravert continued. 
“But, alas for him, Madeleine is virtuous! 
| She loves but she refuses to fall. Luckily for 
her, the gloomy old house in which she is 
living her mournful life with an overdevoted, 
though most penurious husband suffers from 
a plague of rats. Is a certain suggestion made 
to her by her Italian lover? That, my 
friends, will never be known. For my part, 
I am convinced of it. Italians are used to 
the thought of poison. I should never be 
surprised to learn that he forced arsenic on | 
her. What he said was that, instead of ask- | 
ing the farm bailiff to get her the stuff, which 
would have been natural, Madeleine asked | 
|the Count to buy her some rat poison, and | 
then—” 

I could see Maitre Boravert shrugging his | 
huge shoulders. 

“And then, gentlemen, we know what fol- 
Ferrat goes off to Paris on business 
admit at his request, promises 
tc send him a cake for his féte day. Like so 
many men of his type, he is, if coarse-natured 
and hard, extremely sentimental—” 

Again he paused but not for long. “We 
come to the crucial point of the story! Our | 
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| lovely Madeleine makes the cake, not in the 
presence of her maid in the kitchen, but, un- 
der the pretence that she has a cold, in her 
own bedroom and at night. The various in- 
gredients are brought to her there including a 
mixing bowl. True, she has the cake baked 
in the kitchen the next morning but though 
she has a cold, she not only put it in a box 
herself but actually takes it to the post. I 
| found all these very suspicious circumstances 
| devilishly hard to deal with, I can assure you, 
ior there are always two or three intelligent 
| men on a jury.” 

I couldn’t stand any more of this. I gave a 
loud, imperative knock on the front door. 


ITHOUT a word I brushed by Celes- 
tine and strode into the little sitting 
room. I looked defiantly at the little com- 
pany and I said in my slow French, “I have 
the honor to announce to you that Madame 
Ferrat has consented to become my wife.” 

I felt that my eyes were blazing. 

The two Frenchmen rose from their seats. 
Simultaneously they had glanced at the open 
window and, with the quickness of apprehen- 
sion which belongs to their race, each had 
realized that Maitre Boravert’s cynical re- 
marks had been overheard. They murmured 
conventional congratulations after which they 
left the austere little parlor and went out of 
my life. 

As for the old priest, he was tearfully ex- 
ultant. At last we two Britishers escaped 
| from him and Darrell followed me into my 

bedroom. 
“What does all this mean?” he asked. I 
faced him but made no answer. “You are 
{mad, James! Far better give half your for- 
tune to that poor soul than marry her,” he 
said. 

“How dare you call my future wife a ‘poor 
soul’! I saw your devilish grinning face 
when that Judas was telling you how his 
client—his client, mind you—was a mur- 
deress! No, Darrell, you can’t hunt with the 
hounds and run with the fox any more! 
From now on you and I are enemies.” 

Six weeks passed by. The fullest, most 
exciting, and by far the happiest six weeks 
of my life. At last I was again in Scotland, 
in the ancient castle of which I was so proud. 

My wife, my adored Madeleine, and I had 

arrived yesterday on next to the last day of 
our honeymoon. I had consented to her sug- 
| gestion that we should spend that last day 
in our future home. It had been by my wish 
that, instead of adopting the old-fashioned 
Victorian bedchamber which had been that 
of my father and mother, we should occupy 
what was known as the Queen’s Room, a 
splendid apartment which, according to tradi- 
| tion, Mary Queen of Scots had occupied with 
Bothwell in the early days of their ill-fated 
romance. 

Suddenly I awoke out of a deep sleep, to 
hear the stable clock ring out the chimes of 
four in the morning. Turning, I instinctively 
put out my arm across the great four-poster 
bed. Madeleine was not there. I felt a slight 
stab of fear, the fear which comes when one 
feels that he has at last reached an unhoped 
for pinnacle of joy. 

I loved my wife far more than on the 
{night when I had asked her to marry me. 
| After we had been wedded three weeks I 
suddenly knew that I had won her. Yet the 
new Lady Maclisie did not look either as well 
in health or as happy and care free as I 
longed for her to look. 

Even last evening, when we were sitting 
opposite one another in the dining room of 
the castle with the portraits of my ancestors 
looking down at my bride, there had come 
| over her face a look of strained anguish. And 
| when we had moved into the room which 
|had been my mother’s sitting room, and 

which was to be hers, she had lain her head 
| on my shoulder and said, “Beloved, I feel the 
| time has come when I ought to tell you some- 
thing of my past life.” 


I answered instantly, “No, Madeleine! We 
made a pact that the past should never be 
mentioned between us and we will not break 

She looked up into my face with a sad, 
searching look, and she saw there what I had 
never allowed her to see before, the suffering 
which the thought of that Italian traitor 
caused me. I felt she was trying to say, “I 
wasn’t thinking of him; I never think of him.” 
But instead she said, “It shall be as you wish, 
James. Even I am beginning to forget—” 

But now, as I lay alone in our great bed, 
my heart was filled with foreboding. There 
came across me a terrible sensation of fear 

In the eerie light that comes just before the 
dawn, a white-clad figure was moving slowl\ 
across the great room and for a few moments 
I believed it to be a spirit. 

Then, all at once, I chided myself for be- 
ing a nervous fool. Of course, it was Mad- 
eleine. Not Madeleine walking with her usual 
quick birdlike movement, but Madeleine 
creeping along slowly, walking in her sleep 

I sat up in bed and watched her. Sud- 
denly she stopped before a curious little piece 
of eighteenth century furniture containing a 
tiny ewer and basin. 

What was Madeleine doing ? 

She lifted the ewer and placed it on the 
floor. Then I saw her bend over the little 
basin. Then she seemed to be kneading 
something in the basin. 

In my desire to see exactly what my wile 
was doing, I raised myself very quietly for 
fear that she should hear my movements. 

But I need not have feared. Madeleine 
was wholly absorbed in her phantom task. 


LAY down again but I remembered then 

that she had told me how she had lived 
through each terrible moment of the trial, 
dreaming hideous nightmares and going over 
and over again what she alone knew had 
never happened. 

A ray of the newly risen sun filtered 
through a chink in the thick blood-red cur- 
tains and lighted her pale face. With a cry 
of fear she awoke and put both her hands 
over her eyes. 

I saw her turn with timorous movements 
toward the great bed; then I heard her give 
a quick convuisive sigh of relief. 

Swiftly she walked across the wide room 
and crept under the bedclothes. I felt her 
shivering, maybe with cold, though it was a 
summer morning. Presently she put out an 
icy hand and touched mine. 

“Why am I so cold?” she moaned. “I feel 
so tired, darling, so tired and yet curiously at 
peace.” 

I was filled with an agonizing doubt. 
Should I speak or “forever after hold my 
peace”? I made up my mind to trust her. 

“You have been sleep-walking, dearest, and 
in your sleep you went over to that basin 
and—” 

“T know,” she cried. “It was as if I kneaded 
that cake again. I feel as if having done this 
even in my sleep has swept the cobwebs from 
my brain. Do you think such a thing as that 
is possible ?” 

I answered in all sincerity, “Possible? Why 
you, yourself, tell me that what you did just 
now has cleared your mind, your memory of 
all that perilous stuff—” 

“Tt has!” And in her voice there was a 
lilt of joy that had never been there in my 
knowledge of her. 

Had her subconsciousness forced this 
strange confession from her? Was it a con- 
fession or was it merely an enactment of an 
often imagined scene? I could not tell. I only 
knew that from her mind had slipped a great 
burden. She had freed herself of a past that 
had overshadowed her. In one way or an- 
other, I knew she had come clean. She had 
escaped from herself and her memories. 

I turned and gathered her in my arms. 

“Dearest,” I murmured, “the past is past; 
your future is my own.” 


” 
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The Man Who 
Fled From Love 


[Continued from page 23] 


done for anyway. Like others who had 
had their shining days, like the hero of the 
picture itself, I would disintegrate, lose all 
shame, all pride, become a genteel bum. 
What of it? 

But the picture must be finished first! 

It was and Barbara announced that in 
her next picture some one else would be 
leading man. That was the final blow. 

That evening I had my chauffeur drive me 
over to Barbara’s house in Beverly Hills. I 
was tipsy and had some fantastic scheme for 
confronting her and convincing her that I 
loved her and she loved me. I got out on the 
road, climbed the wall of the estate, and 
worked my way from tree to tree in the clear 
moonlight. Something was happening in the 
house, something very festive. There were 
Japanese lanterns strung about the swimming 
pool. Dancing on the lawn! Music! 

I watched from behind a bush until I saw 
Barbara. She was dancing, and she danced 
divinely, with a square-shouldered, quiet 
young man. 


HEY danced to the edge of the lawn and 

disappeared. Rage gripped me, murderous 
and cruel. They were wandering down a 
path; I followed. They turned off, where 
there was a little moonlit nook with a rustic 
bench in it. And there the man drew Bar- 
bara into his arms and kissed her. 

I leaped upon him, yanked him off and 
sent him staggering backwards. Barbara gave 
a low cry. 

“Don’t ever dare to kiss her again!” I 
shouted. 

The young man was so taken aback that 
he did not move. 

“Who is this?” he asked. 

“That,” said Barbara, in a voice that made 
me shiver, “is the weakling and coward, the 
actor named Roy Wayne.” 

“Roy Wayne!” the young man said. “Why, 
I'm sorry.” 

I was quite sober now. 

“No,” I said. “I’m sorry.” 

I turned to Barbara. 

“Forgive me, if you can,” I said. “I shan’t 
see you again.” 

The next day two things happened that set 
Hollywood talking. An announcement of 
Barbara’s engagement to a young business 
man named Lent appeared in the papers and 
abruptly terminated my career as an actor. 
Old Grube, who owned the company, stormed 
at me. The contract had three months more 
to go, and he wanted to renew it for five 
vears; was I crazy? What sort of fool no- 
tions was I up to? Look at the money I 
could make? Yes, he’d sue me for breach of 
contract. 

“Sue and be damned,” I said. 

I knew he wouldn’t. You can lead an actor 
to a set but you can’t make him act. I was 
through! 

I planned to sell the house, my cars and 
my furniture, my antiques, horses, dogs— 
everything; send most of the money to the 
family and keep just enough to live on. 

When this was done I moved to a little 
plot of ground in Sage Valley, fifteen miles 
out of Hollywood where I had a little cabin 
along the mountain road. A few other cabins 
were strung along the road towards the peak. 

And so I, who had spent my life in a grow- 
ing glare of publicity found myself suddenly 
without an audience. I could stretch, yawn, 
let stubble grow on my face, get fat or wear 
rags. I could trust my man servant and 
as I went under the name of George 
Kearny, I was sure no reporter would 
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ferret out my hiding place on the mountain. 
For the first time in my life I got to know 


what earth meant. In khaki and wool, 
smoking my pipe, I dug in the little garden, 
planted potatoes, strawberries, beans and 
peas, trimmed the rose vines, and stopped now 
and then just to look at the valley and the 
great mountains and the sky. It was good. 

I bought all I needed from the traveling 
grocery shop; did all my own housework, 
and put in the evenings walking out in the 
cold crisp air or with a book at my fireside. 

Soon I was physically fit, browned and 
agile, and I slept the moment my head hit the 
pillow. Simple, primitive things were remak- 
ing me. I was full of energy. 

But my heart and my soul! I understood 
why in the Middle Ages disappointment in 
love had driven men and women into the 
cloister to forget the world. Barbara I could 
not forget. She was my soul and lived in 
me. I dreamed of her and woke with my 
eyes wet. There came a ghastly loneliness 
at times, when I had to fight myself to 
keep from going to her. 


EVERAL months passed. My only human 
contacts were with the grocery-shop man 
and a few of the people who lived further along 
the road and sometimes stopped for a word 
or two. But there came a morning when I 
awoke with a curious feeling of uneasiness. 
It was inexplicable. All I knew was that I 
telt an unaccountable loneliness and fear, as 
though this new life perhaps was getting me. 
I decided after breakfast to walk it off. 
It was ridiculous. I had never been healthier 
in my life. I walked briskly, climbing to- 
wards the peak, but the fear did not leave. 
Suddenly I knew. I had been alone too 
long; I needed to talk to some one. It was 
near the mountain top that I noticed a rude 
sign by the roadside. It read, “Fresh Straw- 
berries and Roses.” 

On a sudden impulse I turned off the road 
and took the footpath. It led to a garden- 
patch in back of which stood a little shack. 
The door was open. I whistled and a man 
appeared in the doorway. He was of medium 
height and his head and face might have 
been that of a great scientist. His rather 
heavy and jaggedly cut hair was white; his 
eyes were dark and large; his nose, strong 
and well shaped and there were deep creases 
at the ends of his lips. In spite of his clothes, 
which were mere rags, he appeared noble and 
tormidable. I stood amazed at finding such 
a man in such a place, and was the more so 
when I noticed that his manner was unac- 
countably shy as he came towards me. 

“You have fresh strawberries?” I asked. 

He turned at once, went back into the 
house and returned with a gourd in which a 
handle had been cut. It was brimming with 
berries. 

“How much?” 

“Ten cents.” 

I paid him the dime and he evidently ex- 
pected me to leave. 

But the thought of going back to my cabin 
appalled me. I did not know how he would 
take my question, but I asked it. 

“Do you live all alone?” 

He spoke shyly, but was not unfriendly. 

“Yes—I've lived alone for twenty years.” 

“Twenty years!” I echoed. “I’ve done it 
for four months and it’s getting me.” 

He nodded slowly. “Yes, I understand.” 

I told him about Barbara, about the drink- 
ing, about my career as an actor, and then of 
my retirement to the valley. ‘Your story is 
mine,” he said, “don’t let mine be yours. 

“T was once professor of astronomy in one 
of the eastern universities. I was a quiet, 
studious man. I had many friends and was 
not without fame. And then I fell in love 
with one of my pupils. I was infatuated, 
and cared for nothing but to have Sybil 
smile on me, but she played with me as a 
cat plays with a mouse. 

“My colleagues warned me. It did no good. 
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I was desperate. One night I was found drunk 
on the campus. The whole university knew 
it, and the president asked for my resigna- 
tion. 

“When my occupation was gone and my 
name was uncer a cloud, the woman for 
whom I had ruined myself sent me packing. 
I came here. 

“At first it was wonderful and healing came 
to me, but it was good only up to a certain 
point. Then came the time of fear of being 
alone. I should have gone back then. I 
could have remade my name, won back my 
place, made a comeback. 

“Don’t get into that condition. Go now.” 

“What if Ican’t?” Isaid. “What if it’s al- 
ready impossible to act any more? The very 
thought of taking a star part appalls me.” 

He laughed soitly. 

“It’s not impossible.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“Because you are an actor. Born one.” 

He gave the word “actor” the opposite 
meaning from that which Barbara had given 
it. What he meant was, “You're an artist; 
you're gifted.” 

Something thrilled in me. I felt again that 
sense of adventure I had had in those glorious 
days of fresh achievement when I began my 
career. 

“Tl try,” I said. He held out his hand 
and I clasped it in farewell. 

It took me several hours to screw up 
enough courage to go into Hollywood. 

Nevertheless I set out, and by getting 
hitches along the road, I reached the booking 
office late in the afternoon. I went to 
O’Keefe’s desk in a daze. Apparently no one 
had recognized me. 

“Why, Wayne,” he cried, rising and tak- 
ing my hand. 

“Ves,” I said quickly, “I’m coming back, 
O'Keefe. I want to be an extra.” 

He dropped my hand and his jaw fell. 

“Why, you simp,” he shouted. “Old Grube 
has been scouring the country for you. An 
extra! Are you fresh from the nutworks?” 

I felt helpless. Who would understand the 
fact that my nerve was broken? I turned on 
him, walked out, and hitch-hiked my way 
back to my shack. 


UT when I was dropped at my door, I 

saw a roadster dcwn the road stop and 
turn back totown. Ishivered. Had O'Keeie 
trailed me? 

The next morning I rose early, had my 
breakfast and went out into the garden to 
work. What else could I de but work? I 
tried to gather myself together to face what 
ordeal might come. Every little while I 
stopped and listened for the chug-chugging of 
a motor car. It must come, I knew. And it 
did come, about ten o'clock. I felt faint and 
sick with fear. Finally it came into sight. I 
stood, watching it, my garden shears in my 
hand. It was a large and costly limousine. 
It stopped right before the house; the chauf- 
feur opened the door, and Barbara stepped 
out. 

I grew cold all over. I was not healed; | 
would never be healed. This woman was m\ 
fate or my doom. Oh, wonderful one! 

She looked at the house, at the garden, and 
then at me. “A nice place,” she said, lifting 
her eyebrows, but showing no emotion. 

“How did you find me?” I asked. 

“O'Keefe told old Grube, and he told me. 
In fact old Grube sent me. Will you,” she 
asked, “come to my house tonight and talk 
business ?” 

I looked at her uncertainly. 

“T don’t know that I can—” 

“Can what ?” she asked sharply. 

“Act again.” 

“Why not?” 

“This hermit business has made me shy.” 

“I'll send my car for you,” she murmured. 

She turned to go. I followed and helped 
her into the car. I felt her hand in mine, and 
it was enough. The car turn d and went. 
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I forgot my fears. The day was full of 
rushing sweetness. 

But as evening fell, suddenly cold and 
with a full moon riding high, I became fear- 
fulagain. Why had I left the world and come 
here? What did going back to Barbara 
mean? Wasn't I sticking my head in the 
lion’s mouth again? 

Her car came and I got into it. In spite 
of my misgivings I became excited. 

Then as we drew up before Barbara’s 
house, that rushing sweetness of the day bore 
down on me again. I climbed the steps, rang 
the bell. I entered the large living room 
where she sat before the fire. 

She motioned me to a chair. 
gazed at me steadfastly. 

“My last picture was a dud,” she said. 

“Why ?” I asked. 

“Do you remember the snow scene in 
‘Faithless’?”” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“If you'll act that scene over again, you'll 
see why.” 


Then she 


T THE thought of acting, my _ heart 
«4 quailed. She had not understood; my 
saying I couldn’t act had meant nothing to 
her. I was frightened. To hold lovely 
Barbara again in my arms—I was begin- 
ning to feel drunk again. 

“Where shall we do it?” I asked. 

“Begin in the garden; then come here. 

Then she put on the same fur coat, and 
we stepped out into the night by a side door. 

Barbara went to one end of the garden. 
She turned in the moonlight and came stag- 
gering, struggling towards me; and as I saw 
her come blowing out of the imagined storm 
and started towards her, my soul laughed. It 
was like something clicking. I,anactor? To 
my fingertips. A star? Yes, yes. I had lost 
nothing. My nerve was back. How mar- 
velous of Barbara! She had made me do this 
to prove to myself that I was as good as ever. 

But then, the next moment I was lost in 
the part. For she came up to me, scarcely 
able to step. 

I looked down, saw her black pumps. To 
walk in the snow in them! What madness! 
What terrible love for me! Her eyes plead 
with me. I picked her up; her fur against 
my face; I staggered into the house with her. 

Before the roaring fire I set her down on 
the couch and knelt to take off her slippers. 

The firelight was in her eyes, and as I 
looked at her, the disheveled hair, the silken 
outstretched legs, the half-shy eyes, I grew 
strong with love. She leaned towards me, 
speaking with her husky sweetness. 

“Roy, darling. We are alone.” 

Alone! Ah, months of heartache, of 
longing, of homesickness and here this won- 
der was beside me. I gathered her slowly 
to me; our lips met. | 

“Oh, stupid one, stupid one,” she was say- 
ing, “can’t you see?” 


” 


“Why your last picture was a dud?” 

“Oh, can’t you see, Roy, that I am begging 
forgiveness ?” 

As I heard these words, the world grew 
light for me. I swallowed a bitter sob. 

“You mean, Barbara, that you love me?” 

“Without you,” she said, “I am nothing. 
I have been nothing since you left. I loved 
vou sooner than I knew I did. But I hated 
so many actors; I hated your popularity. I 
was jealous, envious, proud. The day after 
vou left, when no one could find you, my 
heart broke. I am proud no longer. If you 
will act with me again, it is vou that shall be 
the star, as I just proved that you could be.” 

We both wept together and then laughed 
away our tears. 

Had we married before I fled from love 
our marriage, like so many others, might 
have been unhappy, but the months of my 
loneliness had changed me, as the break in 
Barbara’s pride had changed her. Because 


he showed us how to avoid that unhappi- 
ness one of our best friends is the hermit. | 


“Dont make a monkey 
of yourself’ 


cried Bob as I sat down at the piano 


T was love at first sight when I met Helen. Un- 

fortunately, she didn’t feel the same about me. 

“You need a little publicity,” Bob sai when 
I contided my troubles. The very next day he 
had a long talk with Helen. 

“She's crazy about music,” he told me later. 
“So I conveniently forgot you can’t play a note 
and told her you are an accomplished pianist!” 

“But Bob... .” 

“Not a word! If you’re asked to play, just say 
you've sprained your wrist!” 

That evening we were all gathered around the 
piano, 

cried Helen. 

I smiled and replied that it would be a pleasure! Bob's 
grin changed to amazement. ‘Don’t make a monkey of 
yourself he whispered excitedly. 

Instead of replying I began the first notes of Berlin’s 
“Russian Lullaby.”’ On and on played until thunderous 
applause shook the room. 

Bob cried amazed, ‘‘When did you learn to play?’ 

I laughed. ‘That Free 
Demonstration Lesson in 
Music I sent for last sum- 


Learn to Play mer showed me how easy it 
was to learn without a 
by Note teacher, “Tt took ths com 


“Won't you play something? 


Piano Cello ton, cam play, your 
Organ Ukulele favorite instrument at home, 
srs in your spare time, this easy 
Violin Cornet new way. First you are told 
Banjo Trombone what to do—then a picture 


or any other shows you how to do it 

Fa then you do it yourself and 
instrument hear it. There are no tire- 
some scales — no laborious 


exercises. You play simple, 
familiar melodies by note 
right from the start. 
FREE BOOK and 

Demonstration Lesson 
Our wonderful illus- 
trated free book and 
free demonstration 
lesson explain all 
about this remarkable 
method. If you really 
want to learn to play, 
take this opportunity 
to make your dreams 
cometrue. Now! Sign 
the coupon and send 
it before it’s too late. 
Instruments supplied 
when needed, cash or 
credit. U. S. School 
of Music, 4276 Bruns- 
wick Bldg., New York. 
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 
4276 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 

Please send me your free booklet, ‘‘Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home,”’ with introduction by Dr. Frank Crane, 
Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your offer. I am 
interested in the following course: 


06 Have You Inst. ? 

City State 


A Shapely Foot is a Joy Forever 
BEAUTIFY YOUR FEET 


*The “Perfection” Toe Spring 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL 
CAUSE of the BUNION or 
enlarged joint. Worn at night, 
with auxiliary appliance for day 
use, 
Send outline of foot 

Straighten Your Toes 
Banish That Buni 


Any other foot 
trouble? 

Write for full particulars 

C.R.ACFIELD Dept. 93° 


1328 Broadway, New York 


nts/AmazingNew 
Sher 


One device makes window washing 
75% easier. Washes, dries, polishes 


windows in a jiffy. Women wild about 
i si it! No more ladders to climb, no 
mussy rags nor sponges to wring. 
Hands never touch water. 
MAKE $90 A WEEK EASY 
A, Every housewife wants it. Fascinating demon- 
strator. Sells fast. Make 100% profit. No 
i . We show you how, Send for 
SF big Catalog of this and 47 other fast-selling quality 
:- Rubber roducts. Direct from Akron, the Rubber 
City. SE Outfit to hustlers. WRITE QUICK. 
KRISTEE MFG. CO., 1106 BAR ST., AKRON, OHIO. 


When Fat Departs 


new beauty comes, new youth, new health 


Excess fat is a blight to 
beauty, to health, to longevity 
and youth. Any man or woman 
who fails to correct it limits 
the joys of life. 

But get the results in the 
right way. Not by abnormal 
exercise or diet, for such ex- 
tremes are dangerous. Combat 
the cause. Modern science has 
found that it often lies in a 
gland deficiency—in a gland 
which assists nutrition. And 
physicians the world over now 
treat obesity by supplying that 
lack. 

When this discovery was 
made, a great American laboratory embodied 
that help in Marmola prescription tablets. 
They have now been used for 20 years— 
millions of boxes of them. Users have told 
others, until the use has grown to nearly 
5,000,000 tablets a month. 

All can see the results in every circle. 
Excess fat is disappearing fast. Almost every- 


one has friends who will say 
that the reason is Marmola. 

There is no secret about it. 
Marmola employs just what 
the best physicians employ to 
correct this abnormal condi- 
tion. The complete formula 
appears in every box. And a 
book explains the reasons for 
each good effect. This to prove 
that the loss in weight is natural 
and helpful. 

Do not change habits in a 
radical way. Simply take four 
Marmola tablets daily until 
weight comes down to 
normal. The way is easy, 
pleasant, scientific, real. 

Start today, for your own sake, and 
watch the results. Learn what others have 
learned in the 20 years of Marmola. Your 
whole life may be changed by this test. 

Marmola prescription tablets are sold by 


all druggists at $1.00 a box. Any drug- 
gist who is out will order from his jobber. 


MOL A Prescription Tablets 
The Pleasant Way to Reduce 
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“Oh-What Joy!” 


The Pimples, Blackheads, Large Pores, 
Freckles, Wrinkles and Ugly Blemishes 


GONE -- 


Because They’re Off 


READ FREE OFFER BELOW! 


Worry no more over your “terrible” skin and com- 
plexion! Forget your failures with lotions, clays, 
creams, powde rs, Massage, steaming pots and “‘cover- 
ups.”” Throw away your rubber masks, plasters, and 
beauty makeshifts Because—here's where you get 
a new, true skin! Your blackheads, pimples, large 
pores, freckles, tan, sallow complexion, surface 
wrinkles, blemishes, and signs of approaching age, 
go, definitely—"‘because they're OFF!” 

Most astonishing discovery in the history of beauty 
culture All explained in an amazing free book called 

“Beautiful New Skin in Three Days.” Learn how 
to do what eminent doctors have charged enormous 
prices for. Make your own skin and complexion the 


envy of all who be hold it. Send your name and ad- 
dress only—no money! 

Hundreds of men and women are now doing it 
themselves—in the quiet of their own homes—without 
the knowledge of their most intimate friends. They 
come out with a new, soft, velvety, clear, spotless, 
youth-like skin on face, neck, arms, hands or any | 
part of the body where a new skin is desired. The 
method is absolutely harmless and easy. It's aston- | 
ishing—almost beyond belief. Send now—the book | 


is absolutely free to readers of this magazine. Ad- 
dress Marvo, Book, Dept. K-26, No. 1700 Broadway, | 
New York, N 


Don’t Scratch 


Thousands of sufferers from skin troubles 
have found welcome relief from itching in 
ZEMO, the antiseptic treatment forall skin 
afflictions. All druggists, 35c,60c and $1.00. 


zemo 


FOR SKIN IRRITATIONS 


could ever succeed in keeping two such 
loving hearts apart! Thus we wrote, and 
thus we firmly believed. But for all that 


| it was two months and more before we met 


again. 

My father and mother sailed for America 
in the autumn, leaving me, at my own 
earnest request, with some relatives in Lon- 
don, to sample the life of freedom I had 
always been longing for. This freedom was 
not given without the usual head shakes, 
admonitions and misgivings. 

I hadn’t been a free, young spirit six 
weeks before Eric came down to London, 
and without a word to anyone we were 
married at the registrar’s in St. Pancras! 


T THIS point, even now, I stop to take 
a deep breath. I, married to a potential 
minister of the Gospel. I, a New York 
product starting out on the sea of matri- 
mony with a divinity student! How pa- 
thetically absurd it all seems in retrospection. 
Yet that is what I did, and felt sure I could 
get away with it. 

Our marriage lasted just forty-three hours! 
Not a minute more. And each minute was 
an eternity. 

I left my husband at two o’clock in the 
morning. Acting quickly some may say? 
But I had to do so, or stay on and be 
forever miserable! 

An erratic course of behavior, most people 
will think, this running away from a tie 
of so short a duration. 

If it were all to happen over again, I 
should no doubt know how to deal with the 


No reason why you shouldn’t. Easy 
Lessons show you how. 5 days’ free 
trial in your own home. Ayear to pay. 


E whole world seems different when you learn to 
play and now you can play the most spectacular 
of nts--the Deagan Xylorimba. Nolong waiting. 
Nofinger or lip exercises, Notiresome practice. Start toplay 
very first day evenif youcan’treadanote of music right now, 
Soon you'll be the*‘hit’’ of every party. Maybe,like the Musical 
Hallmans (Reading, Pa.) you’|i make $65 a week spare time. 
tells all about the free trial offer, 
Our Big FREE Book the easy lessons, the wonde rful 
payme nt plan. Nocost tor eee nd in coupon toda ay. 
JS. C. Deagan, Inc., Dept. 1770 Berteau Ave., Chicago 
Send me. without obli Fat alt details of Free Trial offer and 
easy-payment pian of ‘the Deagan Xylorimba. 


Name 


Address. 


|me_ overnight, 


situation more leniently, at least, even laugh- 
ingly. I should of course leave, even as I 


| did then, but probably with a kindly morn- 


ing explanation and farewell. 

I went directly to my brother's flat in 
West Kensington, and two days later he 
put me on the boat at Southampton. But 
before that my husband had paid a visit 
to his place to inquire for me. And all 
the time he was doing so, I stood behind 
the door, in the next room, shuddering at 
the very sound of his voice. The nearness 
of him and the thought that he might sud- 
denly pull open the door, discover me 
there, and demand that I return to him 
was terrible. 

Fortunately for all concerned, this did 
not happen. I sailed peacefully enough for 
home, with a tear in my eye and a tremu- 
lous laugh up my sleeve, at the memory of 
my experience in the land of matrimony! 

Six months later, to satisfy my parents, I 
consented to go back to my husband and 
try all over again. But from the start I 
knew it was useless. We were hopelessly 
at odds from the very first day. Eric was 
the product of his upbringing; I, of mine. 
There was no common meeting ground. 

After three harassing weeks I left for 
good, left for liberty and new hearts to 


| conquer, by way of Paris and various other 


fascinating cities, that I had always longed 
to see. So sure of myself was I, that just 
before leaving, I assured Eric that I never 
would live with him again, and that if he 
refused to divorce me I should be com- 
pelled to take desperate measures to make 
him. I lingered in France for some time, 
seeing and learning much. I fell madly in 
love with a romantic young student, who 


| died a year after I met him. 


His death and my terrific grief changed 
into a thoughtful, tragic- 


| eyed young woman, so much so, that not 
/even the news of my accomplished divorce 
brought me any emotions of hilarity. Of 
| course, it was good to be free, and all that. 
I should never, never marry again, no 
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Why Can’t I Stay Married? 


[Continued from page 48] 


matter how attractive the man. I wished 
to be alone, to dream alone, to fight on 
alone! 

I had not reckoned with the tenacity of 
a certain young man from South Carolina, 
however. A very attractive and persistent 
gentleman, who in the long ago had cap- 
tured my imagination, if not my heart. 

Again I reckoned without my host, for 
just as I was beginning to feel securely 
unmarried, once more, he suddenly appeared 
in Paris! And before you could say, “Jack 
Robinson,” we were married! Yes, in spite 
of all my vows to the contrary. 

He was a writer; I was interested in his 
work, in everything that he did, as a matter 
of fact. “What could be more perfect?” 
my young and trusting self whispered to 
my more sophisticated soul. The whole 
world lay before us. 

Alas, that we should have selected a small 
city, not far from New York, as the setting 
for our first year of marriage! Coming 
directly from two years and more in Europe 
the change was enormous for me. Life was 
so utterly different, so unlike what I had 
been accustomed to. The people seemed 
stiff and uncompromising. Their attitude 
towards life so narrow, that it was a com- 
plete puzzle to me! Both of us felt this, 
but as we were very much in love we were 
sure that we would be able to adapt our- 
selves even to unsympathetic surroundings. 

The first six months were heavenly. 
Everything ran smoothly. Nothing seemed 
to matter much except the fact that we had 
each other. And every night, when I heard 
David's latch-key turn in the door, my 
heart would thump from the violence of its 


oy. 

In the back of my head I knew that I 
had always wanted to settle down to just 
this sort of an existence. I was a normal, 
young woman. I loved home and all things 
connected with it; I longed for children, and 
a husband’s love and trust, just as most 
women do. These dreams seemed to be 
coming true and I was as happy as the 
day is long. 


WAS not a very efficient housewife but 

David never seemed to mind my short- 
comings at first. To his way of thinking. 
the food that I placed before him was art 
in itself. What cared he if now and then 
the steak was burned? The.long, wonder- 
ful evening together lay before us. Time 
for talks and tenderness. This was the 
ideal period. 

At the end of the first year came a 
change. Almost imperceptible at first but 
there, nevertheless. The matrimonial heavens 
were not as cloudless as they had at first 
appeared to be. And a little bickering had 
crept into some of our breathless moments. 

David began working harder at the office, 
where he had become a full-fledged editor. 
The days seemed incalculably long without 
him. I had become a slightly better house 
frau by this time, though still far from the 
accepted mark. I confess that I did not 
market as cleverly as most women do, but 
I didn’t consider this a crime. I didn’t 
seem to be able to make the money go as 
far as I might have, either. Occasionally, 
as time rolled by, and we became more and 
more smothered by domesticity, David used 
to criticize me for being more artistic than 
practical. I resented this, and told him 
that I thought most wives became under- 
paid housekeepers during the first year of 
matrimony! Furthermore I reminded him 
that he had never had any cause for think- 
ing that I was the world’s best housekeeper. 
On the contrary I had always been remark- 
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ably frank in letting him know my short- 
comings along this line. 

Time again passed by slowly. David be- 
came more immersed in his work, and I saw 
less and less of him. This made me moody 


at times and lonely. Having an active 
mind and body the running of a small, 
two-room and kitchen flat could not pos- 
sibly take up much of my time. I be- 
came restless and introspective. Yet so 
loyal was I to him and our home that I 
fought these enemies of our peace and hap- 
piness with all my might. After all, we 
had our love, and that was worth many a 
sacrifice. We must keep it free from doubt 
and discontent. 


AS it his fault or was it mine, that the 
\ rift in the clouds grew larger and larger, 
as the second year advanced? Who can 
say? Maybe it was both. Be that as it 
may, larger it did grow. 

Things that had thrilled us unutterably, 
now became tiresome, annoying. 

Whenever I found some garment of 
David’s mixed up with my linen, I resented 
it. Why couldn’t he keep his things to 
himself? It rubbed in the fact that we 
were tied to each other with a vengeance 
to find his socks and collars constantly 
among my dainty belongings! Yet once 
upon a time this. very thing had filled me 
with an almost absurd happiness! He felt 
the same on this subject. We finally had 
it up on the boards one evening, and al- 
most hated each other when we had fin- 
ished dissecting our feelings. 

During the third year David began to 
sell his stories and articles. I was proud 
and delighted. He became much quieter, 
settled, is the right word, as I could never 
be, under the circumstances. He seemed 
pleased with his success, though rarely did 
he show it, even to me. He was a man 
who never spilled one extra drop of emo- 
tion, unnecessarily. I used to marvel at 
him, though not too admiringly on this 
point. 

As he became more and more engrossed 
in his writing I felt cut out of his life and 
interests. At first this made me bitter. 
Then that feeling died away and I began to 
realize that it was all quite natural. I, too, 
must find some objective in life, make friends 
for myself, as he was doing, for there were 
other men and women in the world. 

Other men! Many other men! I dreamed 
of the past. Was it possible that once I, 
the now irreproachable and dull wife and 
housekeeper, had ever been in the habit 
of dropping casually into the famous cafés 
of London, Paris, Vienna or Berlin, and 
holding conversation with the ‘citizens of the 
world ? 

It was about this time that he began to 
forget to bring home those little bouquets 
of flowers that he had always been in the 
habit of bringing. A new heartache for 
me. They, and other pretty surprises with 
which he had once been so happy and eager 
to please me, were gradually forgotten. 
Then, to my utter horror, he began to bring 
home necessities! A parcel of nails, a 
highly recommended saucepan, a_ potato 
parer, and the like! At first I laughed but 
later I resented these gifts bitterly. In the 
end I came to the conclusion that as his 
point of view about presents had changed, 
so had his love! 

To make a long story short, we had al- 
lowed ourselves to settle down to that hum- 
drum existence, which is the death of love 
between married couples. 

Our caresses became more and more 
spasmodic and, needless to relate, less 
rhapsodic! Often we met at night, and 
quite forgot to kiss. It was only a step 
irom the forgotten kisses to the fatal morn- 
ing quarrels. That period of the day, just 
before breakfast, is trying enough for single 
people, but when there is disillusionment 


in the hearts of two married ones, it be- 
comes the most critical of all the hours! 

I hated the eternal search for the time- 
honored collar button each morning. He, 
the fact that I would hum or chatter while 
he was dressing! Both abominable habits, 
I'll acknowledge. Trifles, you may say, but 
trifles that if neglected, lead to tragedy. 

David began to let me know that mar- 
riage was not all that he had dreamed it 


would be. I let him know the same. We 
were quite frank and very rude to each | 
other at times about this. | 

If we had been well enough off at this | 
crucial time to have taken a holiday away | 
from each other, things probably would | 
not have crashed as hard as they did. It} 
was the constant contact with each other, | 
and the constant worries and irritations | 
that finally led to our break. 

I felt that David no longer cared for me, 
now that he had his work, fame, and new 
friends of his own choosing. He, on his 
side, chafed against the restrictions of a 
wife and home. He wanted, and to be fair, 
needed a long rope and new horizons for 
the fulfillment of his work. What I had 
never stopped to realize was that David 
had not lived very much before he met 
me. This, in itself is apt to be fatal for 
certain men. They settle down, or try to. 
As time goes by, a feeling of being thwarted 
arises within them. It is merely the un- 
lived hours of their youth crying out, mock- 
ingly to them! 

I did some serious thinking about this 
time. After all, we were young enough to 
pull out of the debris and find life sweet 
again and certainly worldly enough not to 
make the fatal mistake of remaining together 
in our present state of misery. 

I cried in secret many times when I dis- 
covered how unhappy we were making each 
other. I thought, of course, I was too 
foolishly proud to let him suspect that this 
was the case. Far better let him have the 
liberty he craved. Why should I try to 
hold him? Why care? I, too, would find 
solace. There were other men in the world. 
Somewhere, some day, I would surely find 
one who needed me and my love. David 
didn’t any more. I simply couldn’t sit by 
and watch the whole structure of what had 
once been a glorious Castle in Spain totter 
to destruction. I didn’t. I got out. 


I FLED to the farthest corner of the city to 
get away from the sight and sound of my 
unhappiness. Then I returned to tell him 
that I had decided it would be best for us 
to live apart. We could not hit it off under | 
one roof, so the only thing to do, was to} 
try two! 

I know that he welcomed this solution | 
with gladness, though he was too diplomatic | 
to say so in words. I took his silence for | 
consent. He had his room and I, mine, 
in different parts of the city. 

At first the change was awful. I used | 
to sit and brood over the hopes and dreams 
that I had left buried in that little flat of 
ours. We were failures, he and I. We had 
not been able to weather the storms on the 
sea of matrimony. Our strength and our 
faith had been buried under the kitchen 
sink, where I had dropped so many bitter 
tears under oceans of soup, the bushels of 
potatoes, angry words, recriminations, petty 
jealousies, and all the other things that had 
surged into the great tidal wave, that finally | 
swamped. 

And the house of dreams that David and 
I had once lived in, is vacant. The garden 
is overrun with acrid weeds that long ago 
have choked away the last vestige of those 
delicate love blossoms, once so_ tenderly 
planted by hands that trembled from their 
own joyous eagerness. Yes, the little house 
is “For Sale” or “To let” again. May the 
next tenants, if they are young people, do 
better than we did. 
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A Sensational Offer! 
Only $1.00 and you get 
thefamous21-Jewel Studebaker 
Watch direct from factory. Bal- 
ance in easymonthly payments! 

Lowest prices ever named 
on similar quality. You save 


% to 50%. DOWN 


21 JEWEL~Extra Thin 


The Insured Watch 


Ladies’ Bracelet Watches, Men’s Strap Watches. 
Diamonds and Jewelry also sold on easy payments. 
This company is directed by the Studebaker Family 
of South Bend, known throughout the world for 
three-quarters of a century of fair dealing. 100,000 
Satisfied customers. Send at once for full 
of our - 
ewel Watches have 8 adjustments—heat, cold, 
iscchronism and 6 positions. An insurance policy is 
given free—insuring the watch for your lifetime! 
WRITE FREE CATALOG! 
of our beautiful, new, six- 


color will be t Pree to sending the cou- 
bel hows 80 magnificent, new Art uty cases and 


ials. Latest designs in yellow gold, pir ‘gol and white 
gold effects. aa ite thin models. Masterpieces of the 
watchmaker’s craft. 


Special Offer: Watch Chain FREE 4 


To those who write at once for free Catalog we will in- 

clude particulars of our specia’ er of an 

on Chain free. This offer is for a lim ited tim 
. Send coupon at cnce—before it expires. 


Watch Co. 
Directed by the Studebaker Family—threee J 
quarters of a century of fair dealing 
WATCHES — DIAMONDS — JEWELRY ll 
Dept M901 South Bend,Ind. ¢ 
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ont. 


! SPECIAL OFFER C <= 


STUDEBAKER COMPANY 
Dept.M901 South Bend, Indiana 
oO Please send me your free a, of Advance 
Watch Si 
Oo Please send me Jewelry Catalog fr ost 


Name. 


Street or R. F. D. 
City or Post Office 


PARKER’S 
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I love children. No, it must be he, who is 
responsible for the mess. His neglect of 
me, his scorn, his criticism of my upbring- 
ing and my incapacity as housekeeper are 
the whips with which he flayed me 

How futile to try and place the blame 
We are apart. Is he happy? Am I happy? 
Who knows! At least we are not destroy- 
ing each other and our work with quarrels 
Ve are free. In the year and more that we 
have been separated I have had time to 
think over what he said. And maybe I 
know that in a sense some of his words 
were true. My nature is not like his. For 
I believe that a woman can love more than 
one man, though as a sex we are rarely al- 
lowed to tell the truth on this subject. 

How many of the so-called “good 
women,” the impeccable wives and mothers, 
who adore to be absolutely dependent on 
their long-suffering husbands, would step 
forward and acknowledge this with me? 
Two out of a thousand, I fancy. Even that 


a non-slumbering sense of humor could 
have gone far to carry one over the bad 
places, we might still be together today 
But we didn't We imagined ourselves to 
be self-sufficient 

Marriage has taught me many things. It 
has taught me tolerance and patience. It 
has also restored to me my long-lost friend, 
my sense of humor. I am no longer critical 
of other people, especially married ones. I 
know that there is no use in judging, or 
in trying to advise Each couple must 
work out its own salvation Now, more 
than ever before, I can put myself in the 
other fellow’s place and look on as a sym- 
pathetic and unbiased spectator. 

If I ever remarry, let us hope that it 
will only be when I am old enough to have 
lost some of my restless desires. For then, 
only, shall I be able to settle down happily 
as a man’s wife in the same way that other 
women manage to do and have done since 
the beginning of time. 


Rebel Romance 


[Continued from page 63] 


challenge of a sentry startled me. I saw 
his shadow, his levelled rifle. 

Juan moved lazily towards him. The 
next instant he had caught him by the legs 
and thrown him to earth 

God speed you, Sefiorita!” he called 
and I urged my horse forward. 

There was new strength in me that told 
me I could ride on to the very ends of the 
earth, that nothing, not the stars them- 
selves could check me 

I did not spare my horse; I did not 
spare myself. In a wide circuit of the 
woods I came back to the road to the sea. 

At last I came to the clearing of José 
Mantega and his brothers. I dismounted 
and stole forward cautiously. 

In another moment I saw a fire. Around 
it a squad of soldiers was seated on the 
ground. 

In that light which threw their faces into 
sharp relief I saw they were gambling with 
dice and I knew what it was they must be 
gambling for. 

Was Captain Ryder dead then, that they 
sought now to divide his money and pos- 
sessions among themselves? My knees shook 
under me. I moved slowly forward and 
then my heart sang with relief. 

The fire that had thrown the faces of the 
soldiers into sharp illumination had made 
blacker the darkness around them. And now 
I could just dimly make out the tree I re- 
membered and I saw the figure of a man 
bound against it. He still lived! Then I 
thanked God for the greed of those men 
who had waited to gamble for his belong- 
ings before destroying him. 
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I circled the fire. Once a dead branch 
cracked under my feet but the men were 
too engrossed to notice. Soon by crouch- 
ing and crawling, I made my way to the 
tree. 

“T have come back,” I whispered. “I have 
come back in time. He lied to me. I did 
not know.” 

There was a long silence. Then I heard 
him whisper my name. His hands were 
bound behind the tree trunk. The knots 
in the rope were like iron. I had no knife. 
I tore at them desperately with my fingers. 

Then the knots loosened in my hand and 
the rope came free. In another instant I 
had unwound the tight coils and Captain 
Ryder stepped back stiffly to join me. 

Without a word we stole into the woods 
past José Mantega’s dark house. 

There was a strange happiness in my 
heart. I could not speak for I could not 
trust my voice. I was not afraid any 
more even with all the dangers that lurked 
ahead of us. 

I think I must have led the way almost 
unconsciously to where I had fastened my 
horse. Poor tired beast! Would it be 
strong enough to carry both of us for the 
hours that remained of this night? 

The next instant Captain Ryder caught 
my arm. I stood still. A sound came to 
our ears. The soldiers had discovered the 
loss of their prisoner. Chance was leading 
them directly towards us. 

All at once the Captain threw the reins 
of my horse over the poor beast’s neck and 
struck it with a branch. It reared in fright 
and bolted, crashing its way through the 
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our enemies. Surely the Mantega brother FREE 
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Mora, when he had discovered my escape 


Amazing 
New Facts 


would certainly send out a troop to find 

me. He might even lead that pursuit him 

self The forest seemed to hold a sense of About Old Age 

treachery and danger. We had no time 

to lose. We must be in a place of hiding O YOU know that medical authorities claim that There are no drugs to swallow—no exercises, diets 
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ever again.” ing in use everywhere. _ P Name 

ene ae . You, too, can now obtain this treatment with our Address 
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We listened a little longer. There would) TEN YEARS YOUNGER IN SIX DAYS YOU City State 

PAY NOTHING. 


be a silence and then the rumbling of the 
distant artillery would start again. 

I was comforted by one thought. If a 
battle were taking place, then Felix Mora 


would have his hands too full for the mo- Freckle Soa 
ment to seek us. We could reach Piedre- 
citas in safety. 
We mist have gone at a snail’s pace, yet | washes away 
slow as we moved, we went steadily. Just | 
as the darkness began to thin, we came to | 
Capanegri, that rising land that looks down | rec es 
upon Piedrecitas as from the clouds and 
down whose many jagged precipices go| NAR OLA Freckle Soap penctrates the pores, 


many waterfalls. softens the skin and re ~ Ane freckles and skin 
Piedrecitas was perhaps six miles from| spotssurely, completely. It simply washes them away. 


here and soon the daylight would be upon Narola soap not only rids you of freckles, but it 
r | reveals the fairness and beauty of your skin, bringi 
us. 
I i's | you the charm and beauty of a clear, soft, unfreckle 
Then all at once I remembered the Devil’s| skin—an attractiveness rightfully yours. cakes for $1.00. Order today, enclosing $1.00; or 
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Ocaro, the hunter and hermit, lived. The! matchless for the complexion of young or old. Special refund your money. NAROLA CO., 501C Archer 
plantation workers feared him, saying he had| Pe to readers of Smart Set, three full-size 50-cent Bldg., Rochester, N. Y. 

magic and a power of cursing but I had; 
met him once on a solitary ride and found | 
him a simple, kindly eccentric, content to 
pass his days in loneliness. 

Ocaro would give us shelter; we could 
hide there and rest before we started on 
the final stage of our journey for Piedrecitas. 
I pushed my way to the cliffs edge and 
struggled as well as I could through the 
creepers and matted vines. Then presently 
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MUSIC LESSONS voi your HOME 
==: 


You can read music like this quic chly 
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, wait for renewed strength before pushing 


on. We stepped inside together. The faint 
light had not yet penetrated the room. It 
was a ghastly feeling that filled me as I 
fumbled my way 

The stillness weighed on me, almost mak- 
ing me nervous. It seemed unnatural. 

“Did you hear something?” I whispered 

Captain Ryder patted my arm. “It was 
nothing. Only the wind I think.’ 

Quite suddenly he struck a match. The 
tiny flame threw the shadows up and down 
the walls. I gasped at what I saw. 


N THE floor lay the body of a man, his 

head resting on his arm as ifinsleep. Yet 
there was something in his huddled body 
that told me how deep, how enduring, that 
sleep must be. 

At the same instant, while I stared at 
the body of the dead Ocaro with horrified 
eyes, a voice spoke from the rafters above 
us: 

“Thank you for your light, Sefor Captain! 
It enables me to take excellent aim if you 
move a step!” 

The match sputtered and went out. I 
gave a cry; I believed that I had heard 
things from some other world. For the 
voice that had spoken was Felix Mora’s! 

We backed out through the doorway. 

I heard Felix Mora leap down from his 
hiding place in the rafters and the next 
moment he was outside with us 

“The rebellion has been broken,” he an- 
nounced, “and you see before you a fugitive.” 

Quietly though he spoke, his eye gleamed 
with the look of some one who is not sane. 

“Yet,” Mora went on, “for this, it was 
almost worth losing my battle and my 
cause! I found you had vanished, Sefiorita, 
and suspected you might have returned to 
the side of the gallant captain.” 

“What do you want?” I burst out. “What 
can you want with us?” 

His teeth showed in a wolfish grin and 
his voice rasped with his fury 

“What do I want?” he echoed. “I want 
what I am going to have. First, his life! 
When I have shot your captain and flung 
him over the edge of the cliff for the 
buzzards to find, I shall have you!” 

I heard Captain Ryder growl in his 
throat, saw him crouch as if to try every- 
thing in one desperate spring on the mad 
man who confronted us. Then there was 
a sudden interruption. From the woods a 
native came slowly, leading two horses. 

“My friend and guide!” Mora said. “I 
believe he is no friend of yours!” 

I rubbed my eyes and stared. For José 
Mantega was the man now coming towards 
us! 

“Let me kill him, excellency!” he begged. 
“Let me kill him! Then afterwards—!” I 
saw the gleam of his dark eyeballs and the 
smile he bent on me. 

But Felix Mora saw that too. 

For the fraction of a second their eyes 
met and the challenge that sprang up be- 


| tween them was swifter than lightning, and 


more unexpected 

For Felix Mora aimed at his ally and at 
the very instant he tried to fire, José had 
sprung at his throat like a wildcat 

In the force of that sudden spring, the 
revolver exploded harmlessly in the air and 
Mora reeled backwards at the very edge of 
the cliff 


For one dreadful moment they stood 
poised there, struggling as men struggle when 
the stakes are life and death. Mora’s pale 
face grew whiter still and it was plain that 
José would win Mora gave a terrible 
shout. He flung his arms around José’s 
body in a death grip. Then he fell back- 
wards into nathingness, dragging the rene- 
gade with him. At that moment I fainted 
dead away. 

Hours afterwards I awakened and it 
seemed to me I was being carried up the 
steps of my father’s house at Piedrecitas. 

Then I saw Manuela and peeping over 
her shoulder with timid, astonished eyes, 
old Rinaldo. 

“Where is he, Manuela?” I asked. 

“Sh!” She put her finger to her lips 
and pretended to scold me. “Is it not 
enough that my husband has come back to 
me and I must be bothered with him 
again? Must I take care of you too?” 


HE door opened. Someone was striding 
towards me. I looked up and saw an of- 
ficer, a face I remembered 

“Seforita!” He bent over my fingers 
and touched them with his lips. “Nothing 
has given me more pleasure than this.” 

He was absurdly young and the little 
twirl he gave his mustache told me he was 
proud of himself and his good looks. But 
he was as harmless as a butterfly. I re- 
membered his name now. He was Colonel 
Castano, this young man His father’s 
wealth had bought him his rank. 

“But how did you rescue us?” I asked. 

“It was nothing. That rebel American 
came here holding you before him on his 
horse. We at once arrested him, of course.” 

“Arrested him?” I sat bolt upright. “Re- 
lease him at once!” I commanded. 

Colonel Castano looked helpless and crest- 
fallen. “Anything to oblige you, Sefiorita, of 
course,” he murmured. “After all, even in 
these savage places, one is still a gentleman, 
but unfortunately, you see, the man is an 
enemy.” 

“Colonel Castano,” I said. “General Mora 
is dead. He lies at the foot of the ravine 
below the hut of Ocaro, the hermit. In 
fact, I am certain it was you who fought 
him single handed and hurled him down 
the cliff.” 

His eye flickered and met mine. He gave 
his mustache another twirl and smiled to 
himself. It was plain he was already com- 
posing his report to the government. 

“Then this officer, this American who 
brought you here- he began hesitantly. 

“Is the man I intend to marry,” I finished. 

The colonel spread his palms before him. 
“Sefiorita! Can I believe my ears? You 
intend to marry him? That, of course, 
alters things entirely. Pedro, Alfredo! You, 
there! Look sharp. Go at once to Lieu- 
tenant Gonzales and tell him to release the 
American and send him here. At once!” 

Then I did not see his face any more. 
It was gone as if it had vanished. And 
the faces of Manuela and old Rinaldo had 
blurred, too. For through the doorway 
came Captain Ryder. 

In that glance I was caught up and lost, 
held for a moment, for an eternity. And 
he stepped across the room to my side, and 
kneeled by the couch and took my hand. 
Then I closed my eyes, smiled and slept. 


O love and faith always go hand in hand? ‘Does perfect love cast out 
JY, all doubt? “Does it believe all things and endure all things? (ould 
you believe in the innocence of the woman you love despite a mass of evidence 
that seemed to prove her unworthy of your faith? (ould you still care for a 
man who left you in the hour when you needed him most because your actions 
had the appearance of evil? If you have never realized how much of tortured 
faith and triumphant love is woven into the history of every crime you will 
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“Whadduyuh mean?” youth flung back. 
And then came the war! 
Again youth moved forward and up and 


fought to death for humanity. The old 
folks stepped aside; their bluff had been 
called. 

And that, K. R., is why kids aren’t the 
same as they were in your day. That’s 
why we have night clubs and movies and 


petting and dope and booze. That’s why 
we find girls of seventeen bitter and jaded 
and old before their years. That’s why a 
boy with a face like a cherub can be a 
vicious criminal. Youth, K. R., is wielding 
a mighty club of recklessness in an orgy 
of freedom. Economic freedom. Youth is 
drunk with power and delirious with vic- 
tory. 

And that’s the real problem, 
cial liberation, and not the jazz. 
only the trimmings. 

What are we going to do about it? First 
of all, acknowledge it. Face it. Then set 
ourselves to the task of meeting it just as 
we meet all other human changes. Throw 
off the mask of pious domineering hypoc- 
risy and replace it with tolerance and real 
understanding and sympathy. When we 
have done that, we won’t need to worry 
about the booze and the petting and the 
wildness. But meanwhile watch out! The 
old tyranny is forever ended. Youth is 
free! And what’s more youth knows it! 


that finan- 
Jazz is 


R= youth is doing other things than win- 
ning economic independence and carry- 
ing hip flasks and learning the Varsity 
Drag. Youth is continually falling in and 
out of love and wondering if the pain is 
worth the pleasure. This letter from 
Izetta is typical of many I receive: 


“Dear Martha Madison: 
“Just now I don’t 
the courage to go on living. I’m desperately 
in love with a man who won’t be honest 
with me. Oh, I know I am foolish, but I 
love him so! I found he was going with 
another girl whenever he was not with me 
and I meant to ask him about her, but I 
couldn’t. So I simply asked him if he had 
always been truthful with me. His an- 
swer was, ‘Yes.’ Then I said that he was 
free to go if he didn’t love me as I only 
wanted to make him happy. His answer 
was that he loved me deeply. But how 
can he treat me like that? Every time I 
think of him I am torn with anguish—oh, 
don’t you get tired of these unhappy let- 


know where I get 


ters? Izetta.” 
Tired? No, I don’t get tired of the un- 
happy letters, little Izetta. But I do get 


most dreadfully heartsick at times. Words 
are so futile and human nature so stupid 
and cruel. This boy of yours is stupid 
because he hasn’t the sense to appreciate 
loyalty when he has it. He’s cruel to keep 
stringing you along just because possession 
is sweet. 

But there’s another side to it, Izetta, 
that’s just as apt to be true. Maybe he 
has told you the truth. Maybe he does 
love you deepiy. Maybe it’s the other girl 
who is really getting the dirty deal. Oh, 
it’s not playing the game squarely. I'll grant 
you that, but it’s been played that way for 
so long that some men see no harm in a 
little flirtation on the side, provided their 
hearts remain with the real love. 

I feel that you should tell him that you 
know about the other girl. Then he would 
either admit the truth, say he is sorry, and 
try to prove it by giving the other girl 


up, or he would defend himself and give 
you the 


opportunity to send him on his 


Other People’s Troubles 


[Continued from page 76] 


merry way. His decision would prove or} 
disprove the genuineness of his love for| 
you. At least it would bring things to a} 
head and end your tormenting uncer-| 
tainty. 

Here is a letter from a girl who, I am! 
sure you will all agree with me, is mak- 
ing a big mistake. 

“I go with a boy steady,” she writes, 
“and although he has a good job and makes 
good money he does not buy me expensive 
presents like my girl friend’s sweethearts do 
He is nice about taking me to theaters and 
dances, to lunch and dinner, but that’s the 
limit of his extravagance. It makes me 
think he doesn’t care very much for me. 

“T believe he thinks more of his old job 
than he does of me. No matter if we have 
a date, he breaks it if there is work at the 
office. Nothing interferes with that job! 
If he really loved me, as he says, wouldn't 
I come first He says we will be married 
as soon as I’m through school, but I won- 
der if he loves me enough? Sue.” 

Enough? More than you deserve, little 
girl! Oh, I’ve got to be cross with you; 
I've just got to say something that will 
bring you to your senses and make you 
appreciate the sterling qualities this young 
man possesses. 

Those other boys, the sweethearts of your 
friends, are squandering time and money 
and life on the present. They are the kind 
who, when they marry, will take a girl to 
a furnished room or a tiny apartment fur- 
nished on the instalment plan and most | 
likely the girls will have to keep their jobs 
until babies come and then they'll com- 
plain about hard work and hard times and | 
no fun, and love will be an old story. 

But your boy, Sue, is looking toward the 
future, planning for it, laying the founda- | 
tion, securing it. Unless I am very much 
mistaken your marriage will be free from | 
many of the petty annoyances that make it 
irksome to so many people. He will be in 
good standing in whatever community you 
live: honest, reliable, level-headed, a good 
father and a kind husband. Moreover, I 
believe he will be faithful, which is a thing | 
to consider. 


ANY more interesting and helpful let- | 


ters came in this month and I regret 
that space does not permit me to answer them 
all at length. If you find the answer to your 
letter among the following notes and do| 


not feel I have given you sufficient help, | 


please write me again. 
Corinne: 

Be yourself and don’t try so hard and so 
often to convince each boy that he is the 
one real love of your life. 

Bertha: 


Listen to your heart and give the boy a 


chance. 
Millie: 

Little girl, you can’t have everything, 
and you have so much to be thankful for. 

Respectable dance-halls are all right; 
they provide inexpensive entertainment for 
many nice young people. 

Anna: 
I should think he would make a splendid 


husband. Don’t let other people do your 
thinking for you; it’s your life and your 
happiness. 

Peggy: 


I think if you would pocket your pride 
and have a good talk with his mother, it 
might straighten things out. 

Blue-eyed: 

Are you certain he isn’t just making up 
stories to find out how much you care? 
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Science now advises 
discarding cruel steel 
springs, barbarous leg 
straps, and other harness 
that press against the rup- 
ture and thus prevent nature 
from healing it. A new sensible 
methotl has been perfected after 


thousands of test cases, called 
Magic Dot —entirely different 
from any other way. Instead of 
“pressing,” it “seals” rupture, 
and of course allows users to 
run, jump, bend and cough in 


perfect safety. 
BREATHES AIR 

With this 1-25th oz. device is a 
new kind of pad, air-porous and 
washable. It actually breathes 
air, and cannot slip off the rup 
ture—a feature, you'll frankly 
» admit, that is lacking in 
- your present appliance. In 


act, it is so superior and 


different that it is praised 
by 


physicians as “an en- 
tirely new depar- 
ture.” Users report 
they have forgot 
ten they are wear 
ing it. But don't 
buy it yet. 


SEE IT FIRST 


By a special arrangement, you can 
now have it sent to your home with- 
out obligation to wear it. Don't 
send a penny or order it now Just 


write for full description of Magic 
Dot and details of this unusual “‘no 
obligation” offer. Tear out 
this ad now and write today, 
for quick relief. 


NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE 


5849 Clay Street, Steubenville, Ohio 
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Last Year’s Flapper’s Little Sister 
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modern youth was irrevocably foreordained. 

What, with the discoveries made by the 
Cosmopolitan investigation and by the let- 
ters, | was in a decidedly dejected trame ot 
mind. And then I began to observe a fact 
that cheered me. Whenever I talk confi- 
dentially with one of the “new” young 
mothers who previous to her marriage has 
gone the pace to the limit and beyond, she 
has made a decided right about face. Such 


|a young woman with a six-months-old baby 


| twice-told tale. 


said to me 

“You can bet on this, my daughter is 
never going to see the side of life I was 
allowed to see. She’s not going to be drunk 
every night, pass out, and never be sure 
what happened to her! She’s not going to 
be dropped from college for having a fellow 
in her room in the dormitory, smuggled in 
disguised as a girl. She's not going to go 
into marriage with all the zest for sex a 
And I'm going to bring this 


| about in a perfectly simple way. I’m going 
| to teach her to obey and I’m going to keep 


her respect. Believe me, she'll never see 
her mother drunk and disorderly.” 

“The single code for her?” I asked. 

“Absolutely!” was the answer. 

But it was not the answer I’d had from 
this same girl, two years before. She had 
told me that she had precisely the same 
emotions as a man and that she proposed 
to gratify them just as freely 

I reminded her of this and she grunted. 
“Motherhood makes a difference. We re- 
vert to type, I suppose.” 

I’ve thought of this interview a good 


| many times and tried to work out the phil- 


osophy of it. I suppose that the basis of 
this young mother’s face about is that the 
first craving of normal motherhood is that 
one should represent all that is true, all that 
is noble, to her child. And it would take 
a good deal more of soul corruption than 


this girl had to kill that instinct. 


NE of the many educational aspects for 
me in the Cosmopolitan investigation was 
that a year or so after it ended I found that 
I had ceased to be shocked by anything boys 
and girls could do. Disgusted? Annoyed? 
Bored? Yes! But not shocked. And 
when I had reached this point L was able 
to judge more fairly the elements of this 
case against youth 
There are cases in medical practice where 
an overdose of a remedy has at first almost 
killed but ultimately has cured the patient. 
I have found myself thinking of this old 
method—“The hair of the dog is good for 
the dog,” a good many times lately. For it 
seems to me that the terrible overdose of 
laxity that has been given our young peo- 
ple has begun actually to nauseate some of 
them and that they are turning to other 
ways of life, from self-disgust. They are 
cured. Of course, they are badly scarred. 
Their minds and bodies always will be more 
or less marked by their youthful excesses. 
They have been permanently deprived of 
some of the physical and spiritual zest for 
life. Nevertheless, they have played about 
on the dung heap of license until they have 
discovered that it is a dung heap, not a 
flower garden. And this discovery is going 
to make them important people in rela- 
tion to the training of the next generation. 
In fact, we don’t have to wait until the 
next generation arrives to see the effect of 
the overdose. In a family of my acquain- 
tance there is a twenty-year-old daughter 
and a six-year-old daughter. Big Sister is 
so hard-boiled that she is bored even with 
herself. She has been entirely beyond the 


Imperial Stationers, P 0 Box 729,Vept.S-6, New Orleans, La. | control of her parents since babyhood. 
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Though, to be accurate, as they belonged 
to the “child-study” group of parents, her 
parents never tried to control her. They 
tried to direct her—I believe that is the 
professional distinction—with disastrous re- 
sults. 


HIS winter, I was having tea with the 

mother of the two girls. Little Sister was 
making a disturbance in the room and re- 
fused to stop for her father or her mother. 
Big Sister breezed in, cigarette in a holder 
nearly a foot long, rouge outlining the 
hard contours of her lips, powdered dead 
white to her attenuated eyebrows—sort ot 
a caricature of a regular human being. 

“Kid!” she barked, “Beat it!’ 

Little Sister rose from the piano stool, 
but hesitated, scowling. Big Sister crossed 
the room at a stride, banged herself down 
on the stool, jerked Little Sister across her 
knee and spanked her. Father and mother 
protested violently. 

“Now get up to the nursery,” 
Big Sister. The small girl flew 

“I wouldn't lay a finger on a child!” ex- 
claimed the mother. “You're a coward.” 

“I’m nothing of the sort,” retorted Big 
Sister. “I’m having to learn through hard 
knocks from life the things you should 
have taught me when I was a baby, things 
you should have licked into me. You're 
too soft, you and dad.” 

“She was merely expressing herself,” said 
I, trying to repress a grin. ‘“You’ve prob- 
ably given her a complex or a repression 
or something that will leave her with—” 

“A mental corn!” grunted Big Sister. 
“Bah! All that stuff is just camouflage for 
an easy going life for parents. It takes 
nerve to discipline children. And_ that’s 
what you folks lack, nerve.” 

This feeling of resentment toward parents 
is one of the commonest things I have been 
observing among the older boys and girls. 
I have a feeling that most of the con- 
demnation is deserved but I want to say 
in passing that I think it’s absurd and un- 
fair for a boy or girl like Big Sister, after 
laying the blame where it belongs, to feel 
that they’ve exonerated themselves from all 
responsibility for their future misconduct. 

Not only are a good many of the young 
people shielding themselves behind their 
parents’ futile handiwork, but they have 
added several catch-penny phrases to their 
vocabularies which they use as excuses for 
moral laxity. One of these is frequently 
used by young women who ascribe a por- 
tion of their irregularities to what they call 
‘sex antagonism.” 

Sex antagonism! In the vocabulary of 
the scientist these two words have a distinct 
place but for ordinary use by the laity, they 
have no real meaning whatever. I rise in 
meeting to state that as the plain citizen 
interprets it, there is no such thing as 
antagonism between the sexes! Men and 
women are always and forever attractive 
to each other. It is the normal way of life. 
And it is because that attraction is so great 
that its free indulgence wrecks them, that 
men and women have been obliged to create 
the moral code. And because the code is 
infinitely harder for a man to keep than 
a woman, there has grown up the honorable 
tradition that as a woman can, so she will 
and so she must, keep the code. So has 
developed the feeling that when a woman 
is unchaste she is a greater sinner than the 
man. 

And while I’m on my feet, talking in 
meeting, I'll add that my belief is that 
society will never, for any length of time, 
permit its women to be promiscuous., Why? 
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Because human society, civilization itself, is 
based on the idea of home. And if women 
are promiscuous, the home idea fails. 
Always there are going to be periods 
when women will protest bitterly against 
carrying the burden of the world’s morals. 
Every woman, as she first enters woman- 
hood, is almost overwhelmed by what she 
feels are unfair demands made on her by 
nature and society. But if she is the sort 
that I’ve described as a good sport, she 
steadies to the burden as the years roll on. 
And as she steadies, she discovers that it’s 


not altogether a burden. It’s a_ spiritual 
responsibility too great for men to carry. 

It is a philosophy something like this 
that the young people who have had too 
much sex freedom, are painfully working 
out. And they are insisting that their 
younger brothers and sisters be taught it, | 
so that they will not have to learn by 
wallowing in the mire. My prophecy is | 
that out of the present-day madness is going 
to come a re-establishing of the codes of | 
decency on a firmer, finer basis than they 
have ever had before. 


Countess Howdy! 


[Continued from page 29] | 


from the cellar upstairs to the kitchen. 

As the Sergeant lit some candles he had 
a bright brainstorm about making Shorty 
Samson doll up in one of the maid’s dresses 
and a white cap. 

Holy Pete! What a sight Shorty was! 
Honestly, the Sarge and myself almost had 
a nervous breakdown trying not to laugh 
too much until we got into the big dining 
room. There we let loose like a pair of 
artillery explosions. 

I wandered down the hall toward the 
steps, playing my light over everything. It 
was an elegant dive. I would’ve tiptoed 
if I hadn’t been lit up with the champagne. 
Just as I went up the wide steps I thought 
I heard a swishing sound and whispering 
up in the dark. I stopped suddenly and 
listened but all I could hear was Jimmy 
playing and singing way down the hall with 
old Shorty joining in his terrible voice every 
once in a while. 

“The liquors made you hear things, 
buddy,” I said to myself and went on up 
to the next landing. 


UT I heard more whispering. Then a 

rush of steps as if somebody was run- 
ning lightly in bare feet. I shot my light on the 
door of the nearest room. Suddenly a girl, 
all dressed up like she was going some place, 
except that she was in her silk-stockinged 
feet, rushed out of this door, and threw 
her arms around me. Good night! It’s a 
wonder she didn’t knock me for a loop. I 
turned weak and dizzy from seeing her and 
dropped my flash-light but not before I 
saw that this girl was the most beautiful 
thing in the world. 

“Ah, thank God, Monsieur, you are an 
American! Not ze uhlans. My muzzer 
and I hear you ride into ze chateau like ze 
awful Germans and although we have stayed 
to guard the chateau we are vary, vary 
frightened, and we hide in ze closet,” she 
cried and clung to me. 

Don’t think for a minute that I tried to 
push her away. 

“Don’t worry, Countess, those uhlans 
ain’t got a Chinaman’s chance to bother you 
now.” 

She seemed to get a hold on herself after 
this and drew away in the dark. Gosh! 
I cussed myself for not saying the uhlans 
were breaking in downstairs. 

“Peek up your light and come wiz me. 
Poor mamma ees in ze closet vary fright- 
ened. She deed not want me to leave her. 
But, I knew zat singing downstairs was 
American—not uhlans.” 

“Gosh! It sounds terrible enough to be 
Eskimos with bad colds,” I muttered. 

The Countess, I called her that from the 
start because if she wasn’t a countess there 
wasn’t any such thing. I'd have picked 
her for one in an old stone farmhouse as 
well as in her swell chateau. 

She called her mother softly 
voice sounded like sweet music. 


and her 
Gosh ! 


Isn’t it funny how just a girl’s voice can 


| 
| 
| 


get you? I'll tell the world the Countess’ | 
voice sure sounded like honey to me! 

Her mother, a little white-haired old 
lady all dressed in black clothes and hat, 
came out of the closet and looked at me 
while the Countess hugged her and whis- 
pered something in French. Whatever the 
girl said made the old lady buck up. She 
smiled and gave me her hand. I grinned 
at her like a boob and patted her hand. 

“Mamma thanks you vary much for com- 
ing so vary queeck. We deed not think 
ze Americans would be here so soon,” the 
Countess said. 

“Aw, don’t mention it,” I answered. “I’ve 
always wanted to save some French ladies 
from those terrible Germans. I’m crazy 
about you—I mean French ladies,” I stut- 
tered. A fellow’s nerve isn’t so strong when 
he’s talking to a French countess in her 
chateau and I figured I better say something 
else to cover up the break I’d almost made. 
“How did you know we Americans were 
coming?” I asked. 


HIS seemed to surprise the Countess. 

“How deed I know, Monsieur? Why! 
ze vary, vary nize Captain Andrews told 
me he would come right back wiz ze 
General—” 

“The General!” I blurted. 
Is the General coming here?” 

“Oui, Monsieur. General Ford ees com- 
ing to ze chateau. Eet ees to be his billet. 
Zat ees why the vary, vary nize Captain 
Andrews came here this afternoon to make 
ze arrangements for ze General.” 

“Gee! if the General’s coming I’ll have to 
get out of the chateau right away. He'd 
kill us for being in here and we're absent 
without leave,” I said. I began to hate the 
General and cursed Andrews. So the Count- 
ess said that smart Aleck Captain was very, 
very nice, eh? 

“Oh! Monsieur,” the Countess cried and 
snatched my hands. Jumping Wales, how 
I tingled! You could have pumped me full 
of machine-gun bullets then and I wouldn’t 
have felt anything but thrill. “Please, 
please, do not go and leave my muzzer and 
me. Please, Monsieur, stay and protect us.” 

“All right, Countess, I'll stay,” I said. I 
wanted to squeeze her little white hands. 
The words were hardly off my tongue when 
I realized I’d made another big error be- 
cause she pulled her hands away and smiled 
all over. I wasn’t wise enough to know 
that when you’ve got a woman weepy 
you’ve got her. 


“Good night! 


HE turned to her mother and as they 
talked a mile a minute to each other, I 
came down to earth again. I was heading 
the three Must-Get-Theirs toward a bad 
jam, if I carried out my promise to stay 
until the General and his aide returned. | 
We'd get jugged sure for this stunt of being 
A. W. O. L. and “busting” into the General’s 
private billet. 
“What'll I do?” 


I asked myself and | 
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ix Wonderful Months #1 


Love and 
Danger! 


I suddenly decided I would. 
I knew Jim Brent was really 
working; and artists, when 
they are working, don’t bother 
about much but their art. So 
in a few minutes I crept back 
into the studio, wearing only 
the scarf. At the last I almost 
lost my nerve. 


Jim, however, paid no at- 
tention to my embarrassment, 
but told me to stand in a 
certain place, and arranged me 
in the pose he wanted. His 
touch made me quiver, but he 
didn’t seem to notice. Finally 
he backed off, made a sort of 
dash toward me, and when I 
started to spring away said 
Hold it!” and ran back to his 
drawing board. 


I don’t know how long I 
stood there in that strained 
position. It seemed ages. Jim 
paid no more attention to me 
than if I had been a lay figure. 
The only thing he thought of 
was his sketch. 


Then, just as I was on the 
point of telling him I couldn't 
hold the pose any more, he 
dropped his board with an ex- 
clamation of satisfaction. And 
I saw that the spirit of work 
had gone, just as if a light had 
been put out. He was just 
MAN again... 


Read The Woman in the Caar,.” begin- 
ning in an early Smart Set 


OON you'll be starting on your 
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the mountains— 
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and yet you may be miles from a news- 
stand! ‘That is why Smart Set offers you 
this special Summer Vacation Subscrip- 
tion Opportunity. 

The coupon below, together with a 
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Set for the next six months, wherever you 
may be! It will save you money, too— 
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Mystery and 
Romance! 


“Let me get this straight,” 
I said. “You are trying to 
clear Jim of the murder 
charge, and you find that your 
personal pride, your jealousy, 
your honor I suppose you 
would call it, will be involved. 


“Hollis is afraid his wife 
may have been untrue to him; 
and you—” I looked Bert 
squarely in the eye, “You say 
I have sacrificed my good 
name by spending an evening 
alone with Jim. You claim to 
love me—and you doubt me! 


“That’s something Jim 
wouldn’t do! He lied, he put 
himself in danger of hanging, 
rather than drag a woman’s 
name into question—” I was 
pretty angry, and showed it. 
Bert began to speak, to deny 
that he doubted anything; but 
Hollis took me up at once. 


“This thing has gone too far 
not to be explained,” he roared. 
“Tf Brent tried to save the 
name of the woman he was 
with, that’s his affair. How 
Bert feels about you is his 
affair—but we've beaten about 
the bush long enough. Where 
my wife was that night is my 
concern, and I’m going to find 
out. Which of you two wo- 
men was in Jim’s studio the 
night of the murder? .. .” 


Read “The Women in the Case.” begin 
ning in ar carly Smart Set. 
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looked at the girl and her mother. That 
one look ruined me. I determined to stick 
to my promise and not tell my buddies the 
darned old General was coming. We'd been 
lucky getting out of jams so far. We'd get 
out of this one, hook or crook 

“Wait here a minute. I'll go down and 
tell my comrades about you.” 

I reeled out of the room forgetting I had 
left them in the dark and skidded down the 
steps. The Sarge was still playing and 
singing but Shorty had piped down. 

“Hey, Sarge, for heaven’s sake, cut it out. 
We've got to snap into it. I found the 
Countess, and—what the deuce do you call 
a Countess’ mother?” 

“The Duchess,” he answered and looked 
at me as if I had gone batty. “But what 
the devil’s all this racket? You found 
what—” 

“T’m telling you I found the Countess and 
the Duchess hiding upstairs. They thought 
we were uhlans. I've invited ‘em down to 
slum with us. She's a pippin, Sarge. Wait 
till you see her.” 

“Say, you talk nuts,” blurted Shorty. 

We snapped around. There was our darl- 
ing little piece of French pastry, swaying 
like a kewpie, dressed up in a maid’s outfit. 

“Hey, Cleopatra, get back to the sink and 
do your stuff. The King and the Duke just 
got guests,” Malone said and tried to look 
stern. 

At this moment we all heard the Count- 
ess’ voice calling down the hall. She was 
saying, “Monsieur, may we come?” 

You should’ve seen Shorty’s expression. 
He was too full of champagne to think 
straight 

We bowed and scraped all over the place 
when the girl and her mother came in. 
Honestly, the Sarge almost fell down twice! 

Shorty’s eyes were popping out from under 
that frilly white cap and his mouth was open 
to quart size. 

The Countess and her mother wanted to 
laugh but they held in until Shorty stag- 
gered back to the kitchen. Soon he returned. 

“The slum’s ready. Fall in for mess with 
your dames and lap it up,” he said. 

“Don’t mind him, Countess, he’s cuckoo,” 
I said. “Just sit down and we'll have 
supper.” 

A queer silence fell over us as we sat 
there waiting for Shorty to stagger in with 
the rations. There was a little commotion 
in the hall. Then everything was still. 

“The cook must be on a strike,” I said 
to the Countess. She and her mother 
smiled at me. I got up to see what the 
deuce was wrong with Samson. I had 
hardly taken a step when an automobile 
roared into the chateau grounds and stopped 
at the front door. 

“Good heavens! It’s the General,” I 
blurted as the ladies and Malone jumped 
up. 

“Gee! Sarge, I forgot to tell you. This 
is old Ford’s billet. Andrews got it for 
him this afternoon. We're goners if we 
get caught.” 

There was a knock at the front door. I 
threw a kiss at the Countess and followed 
the Sergeant. We left the girl standing like 
a mystified statue. 

Malone suddenly crashed in the dark of 
the hall and cursed. I just stopped in time 
to keep from stumbling over him. I flashed 
on my light and saw the Sarge all tangled 
up with Shorty. The fool had passed out 
in the hall! 

I helped Malone up and we tried to drag 
Shorty out of the way. We had him half- 
way to the kitchen when the Countess ran 
up, looking scared to death. The General 
was still rapping at the front door. 

A fellow thinks faster when he sees his 
Countess all worried. I suddenly turned 
the unconscious Shorty over on his face and 
pulled down his, skirts as far as they would 


go. 


thinking the General was the uhlans,” I 
whispered. 


H! OUI,” gasped the Countess.. Then 
She pointed at some heavy curtains 

in the hall. “Queek, hide behind these.” 
We didn’t dare take a breath as the old 
General and Andrews came into the hall. I 
sure felt like cheering for the Countess. She 
was some actress! You should have heard 
her telling the Gen’ how scared they were 

of the uhlans. 


“Oh! Monsieur General, it was so ter-| 


rible, so vary, vary terrible! My muzzer 
and I, we shake like ze shimmy dance. 
Look, my maid, poor Susette, she faints, 
thinking you and ze vary, vary nize Cap- 
tain are ze uhlans,” she cried. 


It went over big. Old Ford told Andrews | 


to help the ladies get the “maid” out of the 
hall to a comfortable place. 

Through a slit we saw the Captain trying 
to lift the “maid.” After three tries, he gave 
up and looked at the General. “She weighs 
a ton, sir,” he said. 

The General lent a hand but there wasn’t 
anything doing. Suddenly Andrews saw 
the hobnail shoes on Shorty and _ figured 
there was something wrong in Denmark 
He turned Shorty over, looked at what was 
showing of his mush under the lace cap and 
suddenly yanked the cap off. 

“What was that?” snapped Ford. The 
Countess screamed. 

“T don’t know what that was, sir, but this 
is no maid. It’s one of the men I passed 
on the road from Chassemy this afternoon. 
He’s dead drunk, sir.” 

“Shake him awake,” snapped the General. 
As Andrews yanked at poor Shorty, the 
General strode over and pulled the curtains 
away from the Sergeant and me. We 
snapped to attention. 

Boy, howdy! Maybe the General didn’t 


jump on us with both boots, especially after | 


Andrews told what he knew about us. 
Just as he said we were under arrest and 
must stand a summary court martial, 


Shorty Samson came to life and pushed the 


Captain off his chest. 


EY, what’s all the shouting for?” he 
said. 

“You’re under arrest,” exploded the Gen- 
eral. “Get out of that rig at once.” 

“Yes sir,” answered Shorty. 

A clanking, clattering sound like that of 
men riding hard and expertly through the 
night interrupted the General. Hoof beats 
thundered through the chateau gate. 

“Oh, mon Dieu, ze uhlans!” cried the 
Countess. 

The commotion in front of the chateau 
grew louder. 

“Oh, mon Dieu, what will we do? You 
must not be found here, Monsieur General.” 

I wasn’t thinking so much of our own 
necks then. I was worrying about the 
beautiful Countess and her mother. Uhlans 
were bad actors with women. If the Gen- 
eral and Captain put up a fight, it’d only 
make matters worse for the Countess and 
the old lady. The thing for them to do 
was to get out of the way, let the women 
invite the uhlan officers inside and treat 
‘em to food and liquor. As this thought 
came to me I looked at Shorty in the maid’s 
outfit, and the big idea came in a flash. 

“Sir,” I whispered to the General. I was 
half afraid he might shoot me for daring to 
suggest my plan. “The Countess is right. 
The uhlans mustn't find you and the Cap- 
tain here. Let the Countess ask the uhlan 
officers in for some champagne. The 
Sergeant and I'll be dressed up like Shorty. 
When us “maids” serve ‘em, we'll sock ‘em 
to sleep.” 

“This man’s right, General,” whispered 
Andrews. “You can’t be captured, sir.” 


“O. K. We'll use strategy this time. Get! 


“He’s your maid who fainted from fright | 
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Dont Go Thro 
All Alone 


You don’t have to be 
neglected and alone. 
You, too, can know the 
joy of true love and 
marriage. Make your 
dreams of him come 
true. It’s so easy! Those 
wonderful words, “I love you—will you marry 
me?”, can soon be ringing in your ears. It’s 
simply a matter of knowing the way a man’s 
mind works. “Fascinating Womanhood” is an 
amazing book that tells you how and why men 
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let telling you all about the new book “Fascinating 
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Hanging Sword! 


Anove the heads of thousands of men, as a keen- 
edge sword that hangs by a tiny thread, lurks the 
Menace of Unemployment. 

It throws a shadow over the work and pleasures 
of Today. It makes men fearful of Tomorrow, for 
they know not what the coming dawn will bring. 

Resolve now to free yourself forever from this 
grim, foreboding Menace of Unemployment. De- 
cide today that you are going to get the training that 
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Right at home, in the odds and ends of spare 
time that now go to waste, you can prepare your- 
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will train you just as they are training thousands 
of other men—no matter where you live or what 
your circumstances. 
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entire life. 
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the uhlans drunk when you fix their offi- 
cers and send up a trouble rocket for our 
men if you've got any.” 

“Yes, sir, I got rockets,” the Sergeant said. 
“We gotta hurry They're on the steps.” 

The General and the Captain dived into a 
dark room. Us Must-Get-Theirs dashed 
for the kitchen. The Countess and her 
mother hurried to the door. 

The front door opened. We heard the 
Countess speaking to the German officers. 
There were two of them. As the voices 
drifted to us from the dining room I 
waddled out and shut the front door softly 


locked it 


Back in the kitchen I told them how 


| we'd pull our stuff. We would go in with 


|champagne and glasses and stand behind 


the officers’ chairs. When they started to 
drink—Bang! We got some old rags and 
ropes and stuck them under our dresses 
just as the Countess came in. 

‘They are playing ze gentlemen so far 
but it is only a pose. We must hurry. They 
want much wine for their men.” 

“We'll sink ’em with wine when we croak 
the officers,” I said. 

“Oh, you are so vary, vary wonderful!” 
she whispered. 

I wasn’t scared but my old bones were 
trembling with excitement as we followed 
the Countess into the dining room. The 
uhlans were laughing as they talked to the 
poor old Duchess but you could tell the 
bums were hard-boiled devils underneath 
these false laughs. 

As the Germans drank we grabbed chairs 


}and socked them with all our might. 


We tied and gagged them in a jiffy and 
then carried them into the kitchen The 
Countess was so excited she kissed Shorty 
and the old lady hugged me. The Sergeant 
had already beat it to the back woods and 
sent up the rockets for troops. He was to 
meet them and tell them what was up. I 
could have murdered Shorty with a penknife 
for getting that kiss but there wasn’t any 
time to commit murder in your own army. 


|We dragged the unconscious uhlans into 
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the kitchen and threw them down the cel- 
lar. Then we got two casks of wine and 
took them with cups to the uhlans outside. 
Can you beat it? Some of them chucked 
me and Shorty under the chin and tried to 
make love to us 

Some of the freshest uhlans wanted to 
follow me as I started down cellar for 
more wine. I gave ’em the “come-on” sign 
and winked at my buddies. 

All of them but the two on guard nose- 


| dived after us into the cellar where it was 


black as the ace of spades until I lit a 
candle. We handed out wine right and left 
and I motioned my buddies to edge near 
the door. When they got in front of it I 
made up to a drunken uhlan. As he tried 
to kiss me I gave him a hefty shove and he 
went in a heap. The other Boche burst 
out laughing at him. It was my chance. I 
doused the candle glim with a bottle and 
dived for the door through the dark. 


LD Shorty was in the way but I gave 
him the bum’s rush into the dim hall 


|and slammed the door shut. 


The guards were easy. They thought 
we'd come back with more wine for ‘em. 
Good night shirt,” blurted Shorty as we 
dragged them under some bushes, “them 


| other birds sound like they’re going to holler 


Newlyn Co., Dest. “609, Perk Sta., Los Angeles, Calif. | 


land beat a way through the cellar. I hope 


the door holds.” 

“It'll hold until our gang comes and takes 
‘em over. I’ve sent up a couple of S.OS. 
rockets and I’m going down the road and 
meet the guys they send out,” the Sergeant 
ordered 

I was itching to get back in and see the 
Countess. “Come on, Shorty, let’s go in.” 

When we went inside and locked the 
doors, we found the General and the Cap- 


128 


tain with.the Countess and the Duchess. 

Shorty and I drank a bottle of cham- 
pagne while we waited for our men to come 
and grab the noisy uhlans. The Sergeant 
went out to meet our outfit and he brought 
a guard detail that took charge of the 
squealing Boches in jig time. Then he 
turned to Shorty and me. 

“Pull off them duds before some of the 
outfit recognize you,” he said. 

We yanked off the women’s clothes! Just 
as Shorty and I got back in our O.D’s, in 
walked the Countess with a smile that made 
my heart loop the loop 

But before she could say a word, the 
General, followed by Captain Andrews, 
stalked into the kitchen. 

“Mademoiselle,” the Gen’ said, “my 
automobile has just returned. It is wait- 
ing to take you and your good mother to 
whatever place of safety you may wish to go. 
I will be responsible for the chateau from 
now on and I have detailed my very nice 
aide, Captain Andrews, to see that you reach 
your destination in safety and comfort.” 

Gosh! I felt low. The Countess was 
going and Andrews was going with her. 

The Countess suddenly looked at me, then 
at Andrews. The next thing I knew she 
flung her arms around the old General's 
neck and whispered something we couldn't 
hear. The General’s gray eyes seemed to 
run up into his head for a second. Then 
he nodded like a fellow just getting wise 
to something and called his aide aside while 
we all watched them. The General said 
something in low tones. Andrews snapped 
away from him, shot a danger look at me 
and strode out of the room. The General 
turned to me. 

“You're detailed to escort this lady and 
her mother to their destination. When you 
come back, report to me,” he said. He 
bowed to the Countess and went out of the 
kitchen 

“Snap it up, you boob. Don’t you savvy? 
That Countess dame asked the General for 
you,” Malone said and caught my arm. 

The car was waiting at the door. The 
Countess and her mother were in the lighted 
back seat. Gosh! she was beautiful. 

I sat down next to her, feeling like a 
man in a happy dream. The car started. 

“You did not want to come wiz me?” 
asked the Countess. “You prefair I go 
wiz ze Captain?” 

“No, but I figured you wanted the Cap- 
tain. Ladies like you don’t want fellows 
like me. I’m only a private. You—you’re 
a Countess— 

“Countess? Oo-la-la! Zat is not exactly 
true. I am no more real countess, zan you 
are ze real duke. In France there are no 
titles since ze Revolution.” 

“Holy Pete!” I yelled. She wasn’t a 
real countess but if she had been it wouldn't 
make any difference! Boy, howdy! I had 
a chance with her or she never would have 
said this. 

“Maybe you're not a real countess to the 
world, honey, but you’re a countess to me.” 

She leaned over and kissed me smack on 
the lips. 

The Countess said it was my duty to see 
them safely to gay Paree. And, believe me, 
I never said a word against the idea. So 
I didn’t get back to the outfit for three 
days. There was an order to report im- 
mediately to the General. I figured the 
hard-boiled old Gen’ was going to put me 
in the jug but I didn’t care so long as I 
got out when the war was over and could 
go back to my countess whose name was 
Helene Chassemy. 

Can you imagine it? The General made 
me a Sergeant and promised me a pass to 
Paree some day so I could see the Countess. 
After the battle of Chateau Thierry he came 
through with the pass and maybe she and I 
didn’t have the time of a countess and a 
duke for a week! 
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“TEX” RICKARD 


World Famous 
Sports Promoter, 


writes: 
“Lucky Strikes never 
injure my throat. 
Many of my friends 
in all walks of life 
use and enjoy them.” 
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